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ONE MINUTE 
TO PLAY 


CHAPTER I 


RED MAKES A PROMISE 


‘‘Let go, Pal! Let go, I say!’’ 

Red Wade, sitting on the edge of his half- 
filled trunk, braced himself to resist the tug- 
ging pull of teeth which gripped the sleeve of 
his sweater coat and refused to let loose. 

‘Pal! I haven’t any time to spare! It’ll 
keep me humping to get everything ready for 
leaving to-night. I can’t help it if you don’t 
want me to go!”’ 

The appeal in Red’s voice did more than the 
threat. With a whine that closely resembled a . 
groan, Pal released his hold on the sweater and 
sank down upon the floor, nose between his 
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paws. Red gazed ruefully for an instant at the 
badly stretched sleeve of the sweater which 
bore the initials of good old Center Union 
High. That fool dog of his was always muss- 
ing things up. He couldn’t keep a pair of shoes 
or socks or pants looking half-way decent with 
Pal around. But now he’d have to be more 
particular. A fellow would have to watch his 
personal appearance in college. Mighty good 
thing he was leaving Pal behind! 

Red fell to whistling as he packed. Things 
seemed exceedingly bright. He was going to 
enter Claxton University, one of the finest col- 
leges in the state. Proof of its caliber as a 
college lay in the fact that it turned out cham- 
pion football teams with almost perpetual con- 
sistency. This, to Red, qualified Claxton as a 
university worthy of his attendance. Good- 
ness knows it had taken him long enough to 
make the grade! Six years in high school was 
not exactly a record of which a fellow might be 
proud. But neither was it an indication that 
Red, as a student, was dull. He was just in- 
different to everything but sports. In sports, 
however, he had never failed to register below 
an A plus. If the figures in Algebra or Geom- 
etry could have taken on the forms of an oppos- 
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ing eleven, Red would have crashed into these 
subjects with an enthusiasm which would have 
carried him over the passing mark. As it was 
they represented only something dull, uninter- 
esting, prosaic—something to be run around 
rather than plunged through. And the result 
had been that Red’s teachers had tackled him 
for a loss of two years! 

It was hardly any wonder that John Wade, 
Red’s father, had become greatly provoked 
with the boy. Never having cared for athletics, 
the senior Wade had shown little sympathy for 
Red’s development along those lines. Espe- 
cially was he antagonistic toward the game of 
football. Mr. Wade was certain that this sport 
made rowdies of all who participated. And 
Red’s failing to star in studies while starring 
on the gridiron had only strengthened the 
father’s opinion. On several occasions Red’s 
school standings had kept him from play. It 
was then that Mr. Wade had remonstrated 
most vigorously with his son, striving to make 
the boy see the folly of neglecting classes for 
sport. But, beyond arousing the interest nec- 
essary toward raising his low grades to a level — 
which would permit his reinstatement on the 
team, Red could not be prevailed upon. 
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‘““Say, Pal, what am I going to do about 
this?’’ counseled Red, scratching a place be- 
hind his right ear perplexedly as he stood back 
to survey his over-stuffed trunk. ‘‘I’m not 
going to be able to get my football togs in there 
as it is . . . and I’m blessed if I know 
what to leave out!’’ 

Pal arose, stretched, and came over, putting 
front paws on the side of the trunk and gazing 
at the mass of clothing and books importantly. 
Something must be done, there was no question 
about it. The lid of the trunk couldn’t be 
closed at that rate. Pal nosed about and took 
hold of a large dictionary. 

“‘Great idea!’’ cried Red, ‘‘I don’t really 
need that . . . or these other textbooks 
either !”’ 

Red tossed the books out upon the floor and 
grabbed up his football gear. It fitted nicely 
into the space thus provided. Red reached 
down to pat Pal gratefully. 

‘‘You’re of some use at that,’’ he admitted, 
as Pal’s shaggy tail beat a tattoo against the 
trunk. ‘‘Now how about taking a run with me 
over to Lathrom’s store for a shipping tag?’’ 

Red skipped down the back stairway with 
Pal snapping at his heels. 
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John Wade mounted the front steps to the 
porch at almost the same moment that his son 
raced down the back. Mrs. Wade, observing 
her husband’s approach through the window, 
stepped out to greet him. Her face sobered as 
she noted his drawn expression. 

‘“Why—why—what’s the matter, John?’’ 

Mr. Wade moved over to the porch swing and 
sat down heavily. He slapped the palms of his 
hands against his knees, helplessly. 

‘“‘Oh, it’s just the boy, Mother. . . . It 
seems as if he’s just lived to cross me. I’ve al- 
ways tried to do what I’ve thought was best for 
him but nothing I do ever meets with favor. 
I’d hoped that when it came time for him to go 
to college, he’d settle down a bit and give up 
some of his notions. But the boy’s worse than 
ever. After I’d arranged for him to go to 
Parmalen)s. 2°. ..1"’ 

Mrs. Wade laid a gentle han 1 upon her hus- 
band’s arm. 

‘Red doesn’t mean to cross you, Dear. It’s 
just that he thinks Claxton University is a finer 
college than .. .’’ 

‘“‘Rats!’’ interposed Mr. Wade, forcefully. . 
‘“‘That kid doesn’t think of anything but foot- 
ball. If the State Penitentiary had a cham- 
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pionship football team, he’d want to go there!’ 
‘¢ John!’’ 
The stern features of the senior Wade re- 
laxed into an apologetic smile. 
“‘Oh, I didn’t exactly mean that, Mother 
. but I don’t know when anything’s up- 
set me as this has. What’s my old friend 
President Todd to think when he gets my sec- 
ond letter telling him that Red has changed 
hisemind: -, te, fand that 2-9 cand that 
he is going to attend Claxton instead! : 
Why, I remember years ago, Todd used to tell 
me what rivals these two universities were. 
The news will strike him as a blow in the face!’’ 
Mrs. Wade sat, darning nervously at one of 
Red’s socks. She knew well the strength of her 
husband’s convictions and the reluctance with 
which he surrendered a point. In Red’s case 
she had insisted that the boy should be left 
alone to work out his own salvation. ‘‘He’s got 
a strong will just like you have,’’ reasoned 
Mrs. Wade, ‘‘and when you put your will up 
against his you just invite a clash. All Red 
needs is time and experience to teach him how 
he should use his will and then he’ll succeed 
in other things just as he has in sports.’’ 
“‘Don’t you believe it!’? Mr. Wade would in- 
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variably retort. ‘‘What he needs is disciplin- 
ing!’’ And so the struggle would continue. 

‘“See here, Mother!’ reprimanded the turbu- 
lent head of the house. ‘‘What you straining 
your eyes on that mending for? There’s no 
cause for your doing that with the means we’ve 
BOE TOW? 5. b= eke? 

Mrs. Wade looked up, her eyes clouding 
mistily. 

‘‘T hope we’ll never get too rich to keep me 
from doing some of the things I’ve always liked 
to do,’’ she said softly. ‘‘It doesn’t seem such 
a great while ago that I was darning socks for 
little feet . . . only they were worn out 
more at the knees than at the heels . . .’’ 

Mr. and Mrs. Wade exchanged understand- 
ing glances. 

‘‘We’ve really lots to be thankful for, John. 
Red’s never been what you’d call a bad boy. 
He’s always been clean and honest and .. . 
GG ok oh 387? 

‘“‘The idol of the town . . . the football 
idol!’’ stormed Mr. Wade. ‘‘I know that little 
speech by heart, Mother. . . . I actually 
believe you’re proud of the boy’s doings! And 
Deter oe ey al! 

‘“‘T’m merely suggesting that we may as well 
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recognize the facts, seeing as how we don’t 
seem to be able to help them,’’ rejoined Mrs. 
Wade, with great diplomacy. 

Her husband stood up, greatly irritated. He 
thumbed a letter which he had received some 
days before from President Todd. He scanned 
its contents again, meditatively. 


Dear John: 

It was indeed a surprise to hear from 
you after all these years and to learn that 
those dry acres of yours in Texas had 
turned into a fabulously rich oil field. 

I am delighted that you have decided to 
send your son to Parmalee College. You 
may be sure that I shall watch his progress 
and do all in my power to guide his studies. 

You will never know how much your 
splendid offer of $100,000 means to Par- 
malee. This endowment will enable us to 
do some much needed remodeling of build- 
ings and to pay off an outstanding in- 
debtedness which is all but jeopardizing 
Parmalee’s future as an institution. 


‘‘One thing!’’ decided the senior Wade, reso- 
lutely, thrusting the letter back in his pocket, 
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‘‘Red may get his choice and go to Claxton 
but he’s not going there to play foot- 
ball. He’s going there to study!’’ 

- s0nn, please. 2%) 2. ?? 

Mrs. Wade sought to restrain her husband 
to no avail. Mr. Wade entered the house de- 
termined on settling the athletic question once 
and for all. 

Red had hardly more than returned to his 
room when he heard steps stealthily creeping 
up the back stairway. Pal pricked his ears 
forward and sniffed ominously. Hastily tying 
the tag marked ‘‘Red Wade, Claxton Univer- 
sity,’’ to the strap handle of the trunk, Red 
grabbed Pal by the collar and dragged him be- 
hind the trunk, crouching down beside the dog 
so that both were lost to sight from the door 
behind the upraised lid. Red grinned as he 
heard the footsteps pause in the hallway and 
hoarse whispers take their place. 

‘‘Tt’s the gang!’’ he surmised. ‘‘They’ve 
come over to see me off . . . and what 
they won’t do when they think I’m not here!’’ 

Sureenough! The whisperings now gave way 
to snickers and the footsteps moved nearer. 

‘‘He’s gone out!’’ announced Jerry, who, of 
the four Center High fellows, seemed to be 
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ringleader, ‘‘and he’s got his trunk all packed! 
Oh, boy—what a chance!’’ 

In the next four seconds four pairs of hands 
were busy spilling the contents of the trunk all 
over the floor. But this destructive prank was 
brought to a startlingly sudden and untimely 
end by the snapping shut of the lid which de- 
scended upon the unfortunate Jerry, holding 
him prisoner with the rear portion of his anat- 
omy elevated in such a position that it afforded 
striking opportunities for paddling. Jerry 
kicked and howled for help but his surprised 
comrades were having their hands full warding 
off an exceedingly live specimen of dog. Mean- 
while a robust hand rose and fell with smack- 
ing regularity, until Jerry’s howls for help 
changed to cries for mercy. 

‘Hello, fellows—glad to see you!’’ welcomed 
Red, grinning. 

Jerry, released from the trunk, did a shimmy 
to aid him in cooling off. 

‘““‘Wow! That’s a fine way to treat your 
company. We were just coming in to make 
ourselves at home till you got back when 

x ike ? 
‘‘Yeah, so I noticed!’’ said Red, dryly. ‘‘Sit 
down, won’t you?”’ 
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‘‘Not me!’’ declined Jerry, with tender em- 
phasis. 

‘‘Hey!’’ cried Mac, another member of the 
gang, glimpsing the addressed shipping tag, 
‘‘Claxton University, eh? How’d you ever 
talk your old man out of sending you to Parma- 
lee?”? 

The gang quieted down momentarily, all in- 
terest. 

“‘T—I didn’t talk him out of it,’’ explained 
Red, simply, ‘‘I—I just said I was going, that’s 
all! Why, that Parmalee bunch hasn’t won a 
football game since Ford made his first fliv- 
ver !’’ 

‘““Good boy!’’’ congratulated Jerry. ‘‘You 
ought to make a real ‘rep’ at Claxton.’’ 

‘“Wish you guys were all going with me,’’ 
said Red, sincerely, ‘‘we’d have some back- 
field then, eh? . . . Gee, it’s going to be 
harder pulling out than I thought. I’m going 
to miss you fellows like the deuce!”’ 

‘‘Say, cut that stuff or you’ll have us all 
exercising our tear ducts,’’? admonished Chet, 
elongated member of the quartet. 

‘‘Yea!’’ yelled Mac, snatching Red’s football 
from a chair in the corner, ‘‘here’s the old pig- 
skin! Line up, gang! Make it snappy!’’ 
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Mac bent down over the ball, assuming the 
center position. His chums, all former mem- 
bers of the Center Union High team, crouched 
on an imaginary line, facing the door. Red, 
in the backfield, snapped his fingers for the ball. 
Pal, barking wildly, dashed around the end, 
as though to form interference. And, just at 
that pulsating moment .. .! 

John Wade, wondering what on earth all the 
noise was about, stepped through the door. 

Red’s line was in motion and so was Red. 
The linemen had not anticipated anything in 
the way of opposition. It had been their inten- 
tion, however, to charge through the doorway 
into the hall as this gave them a longer run. 

Struck head-on, the head of the house of 
Wade was dashed to the floor and buried be- 
neath the weight of the five football enthusiasts 
who piled on top of him despite frantic efforts 
to keep from so doing. 

There was a terrible moment of struggling 
punctuated by groans which emanated from the 
party on the bottom of the heap. 

‘“Get off, you young rascals! You’re kill- 
ing me! Ouch, my shoulder! . . . Get 
ols 

Knowing and respecting the wrath of Red’s 
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father, four of the five youths were only too 
glad to obey the commands as soon as they 
could disentangle themselves from the pile. 
Then they each made unofficial world’s records 
for speed in escaping from the room and diving 
down the back stairs to freedom. 

Red, greatly shocked at the happening, 
helped his bruised and disheveled father to his 
feet. Pal endeavored to express sympathy by 
jumping up and licking at Mr. Wade’s hands, 
this only making matters worse. 

“Gee, Dad... . Vmosorry,’’ ‘ssid, Red. 
‘“We didn’t know you were anywhere near. 
Are you hurt?’’ 

‘“‘Am I hurt!’’ exploded the aggrieved par- 
ent, ‘‘I should say I am! I hurt all over! 

99 

Mr. Wade felt the side of his jaw where 
some one’s knee had landed. He gingerly ex- 
amined an eye which didn’t open and close just 
right. He moved his arms and legs, bending 
them at the joints and seeming relieved to find 
that he could do it without experiencing any 
pain or trouble. Now his most serious con- 
cern became the loss of a collar button and 
the bow tie he had been wearing. These ar- 
ticles located and returned to their proper 
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place, he then turned his blazing attention upon 
Red. 

“‘Well, son, how much longer are you going 
to be a rowdy and a no-account?”’ 

Red stood by the fireplace, considerably 
sobered by the incident. The situation might 
have had its humorous side had the mishap 
occurred to anyone else but his father. 

“T’m not a rowdy!’’ Red protested, ‘‘I 

.? He paused, lamely. ‘‘The boys just 
99 

‘‘You’re never going to amount to anything 
going on the way you are,’’ said Mr. Wade, 
firmly. ‘‘It’s exactly as I’ve contended all 
along—fellows who play football conduct them- 
selves in a rough and ungentlemanly manner 
everywhere. They have no respect for prop- 
erty. 2.0 7 Ors, AL or peopler] ae 

“Bute Dad 2.02 

“You can’t argue with me, son! Not after 
what’s happened here to-day. I’ve objected to 
your playing football ever since you started 
but I’ve never put my foot right down against 
it. This time you’re going to listen to me and 
you’re going to do what I say!”’ 

Mr. Wade, glancing toward the trunk, caught 
sight of Red’s football suit packed on top. He 
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strode over and jerked the suit out, flinging it 
into a corner. 

“‘It took you six years to kick your way 
through high school, and you’re not going to 
Claxton to play football—not on my money!”’ 

Red stared at his parent unbelievingly. 

‘Oh, Dad—you wouldn’t!...I... you 
don’t ancerstand: ....- .)-letime: « 242’ 

“Yes, I do understand, whether you think I 
do or not. And there’s something sadly wrong 
with a boy who’ll pick a college because it has 
the best football team. Let me ask you—would 
you still prefer to go to Claxton if you knew 
you couldn’t play football?’’ 

““Yes!’? snapped Red, without an instant’s 
hesitation. 

Mr. Wade’s face softened. The trace of a 
smile showed about the eyes. 

‘“‘T might have known you’d give me that 
answer,’’ he said. ‘‘Perhaps I haven’t gone 
about this thing right. But I do have your best 
interests at heart, son. I do want to see you 
take hold of the right things and make some- 
thing worthwhile out of your life. You’ve had 
a great playday of ituptonow .. . much 
more of a playday than I ever had when a boy. 
But now it’s high time you were setting out to 
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fit yourself for the years to come. Your mother 
andl. «. < well ee wenvece, meen 
Mr. Wade’s voice faltered; he turned away 
abruptly and walked toward the window. 

Red gazed after his father, strangely moved. 
Here was a side of his parent not often re- 
vealed. It was as though, his mask of stern- 
ness taken away, Red was privileged to look 
for the first time upon his real father. He saw 
a man of fifty-eight with hair rapidly graying; 
faced lined with the cares of years before good 
fortune befell the family; shoulders slightly 
stooped . . . but, and here Red felt a 
tingling wave of admiration . . . the chin 
was held high—a fighting type of chin—the 
never-give-up kind. In a flash of realization it 
came to him that the differences between his 
father and himself had been differences of 
viewpoint. All he had known had been the 
frenzied ‘‘Fight ’em! Fight ’em!’’ of the 
football field. He had thrilled to the call of 
competitive sport while his father 
well, perhaps the man who stood with face half 
turned away, struggling to control his emo- 
tions . . . perhaps he had thrilled to the 
competitive urge of making a living. And 
there had been no one cheering on the side- 
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lines for him . . . except .. . except 
—Red’s mother! This thought caused Red te 
catch his breath sharply. Why .. . why 
- « . in comparison he had never known 
what it had really meant to—to fight! His 
father had been right. It was high time he was 
setting out to fit himself for the years to come. 

Mr. Wade wheeled about and confronted his 
son frankly. 

‘‘Red,’’ he said, ‘‘I’m not going to tell you 
that you can’t play football . . . but Iam 
going to ask if you feel that you can give me 
your promise not to play?’’ 

Promise! No—not that! He might be will- 
ingto . . . Oh, it was unfair! There was 
no reason why . . . A promise was so— 
so binding! A hundred things might come up! 
Not play football? Why, what was the use of 
going to college if . . .? There—that 
proved it! All he’d been thinking about was 
football. He’d have to get a grip on him- 
self. 

Slowly Red walked to the corner of the room 
and picked up his football suit. He remained 
long, gazing down upon the beloved but worn | 
uniform . . . and fondling it. 

‘“‘Old moleskins,’’ a thought began dancing 
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through his head, ‘‘I’ll never be wearing you 
again!’’ 

Red bit his lips and flung the suit back into 
the corner. He stepped forward to meet his 
‘father, forcing a smile. 

‘‘All right, Dad,’’ he said, ‘‘you win. I 
promise !’’ 

The two shook hands a bit awkwardly, yet 
each somehow felt as though he had been 
brought a step nearer the other than either had 
ever been before. 

‘‘T’m sure you’ll never regret this promise, 
son,’’? said Mr. Wade, confidently. 

But Red, after his father had gone, was not 
so sure. 

““Oh, Dad! You don’t know what a terribly 
hard thing you’ve asked me to do!’’ he eried. 

And Pal, sensing that something was wrong, 
and striving—dog fashion—to make things 
right, trotted over to Red lugging his master’s 
football. 


CHAPTER II 
A NIGHT ON THE PULLMAN 


¥r was an all night trip from Center on the 
Blue Valley Flyer to Claxton University. And 
then it was a matter of several hours from 
Woodland Junction on what the students 
laughingly called the ‘‘Local Jerkwater Lim- 
ited.’? This branch line train was limited to 
not more than twenty-five miles an hour and, 
at the opening of every college term, was sub- 
jected to more rough treatment than many 
trains receive in a wreck. The rough treat- 
ment was due to the unfortunate geographical 
fact that the University of Claxton and Par- 
malee College were both located on this spur 
road. And one train was destined to carry the 
students of both schools to their Alma Mater, 
the railroad officials however, making no guar- 
anty of delivering the passengers in A-1 con- 
dition. In the opinion of the long-suffering 
conductor on that line, the students were lucky 
if they reached their destinations with the same 

19 
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clothes and luggage with which they started. 

Red’s leaving for Claxton was considerable 
of an event in Center. He had starred at half- 
back on the Center Union High team and home 
folks were certain he would blaze a new path 
of glory on college gridirons. 

‘““The boy’s there!’’ no less a personage than 
Jim Bagsby, former All-American player had 
declared after seeing Red in action. ‘‘He’s one 
of the fastest, most elusive open field runners 
I’ve ever lamped! Almost impossible to stop, 
once he gets in motion. And how he can pass 
and punt! . . . Watch him leave a streak 
behind him when he cuts loose at college! 
: the opposition’ll think they’re trying 
to tackle a ghost!’ 

Red didn’t have the heart to let any of his 
friends know, who had come down to the sta- 
tion that night to see him off, that he had prom- 
ised his father to give up football. There were 
girls in the merry little farewell party and the 
news of Red’s decision would have put a 
damper on the whole affair. Red, himself, was 
having a difficult time appearing in good 
spirits. There was a lump in his throat which 
he simply could not swallow. 

In contrast to Red’s unusual soberness, was 
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the jovial, beaming attitude of Mr. Wade. He 
smiled with compassion upon the members of 
the gang who had thrown him for a first down 
in his own home some hours before. And the 
students consequently felt free to express 
themselves as they wished in his presence. 

““You’ve got a great boy, John,’’ the station 
master took occasion to remark as he stepped 
out on the station platform to greet the Flyer 
which was due in two minutes. ‘‘Red’s going 
to put this town on the map one of these days 
with his football playing!’’ 

Mr. Wade cleared his throat and ahemmed 
several times. He was saved from making an- 
swer by the long sounding whistle of the loco- 
motive as the express swept into the curve, a 
mile from Center. 

‘“‘Here she comes!’’ cried Jerry as the 
headlights of the engine shot into view. ‘‘Gee, 
Red, I’d give a busted rib to be going with 
you!’’ 

The Center High bunch gathered around, 
everyone talking at once. Red’s father and 
mother, on the outer edge of the circle, looked 
on admiringly. It was nice to know that their » 
son was so popular. They couldn’t remember 
a time when any Center youth had been given 


22 ONE MINUTE TO PLAY 


such a rousing send-off. And what a fine speci- 
men of healthy young manhood Red was! Mr. 
and Mrs. Wade found lumps in their throats 
now, but they were happy lumps .. . even 
though they brought tears. 

“‘Good-by, dear,’’? said Mrs. Wade, as Red 
pushed his way through to her, ‘‘I wish you 
could know what you’ve done for your father. 
I haven’t seen him so pleased over anything 
in years. He’s all wrapped up in your making 
a real success, my boy—and I’m sure you’re 
going to do it!”’ 

Red gave his mother’s hands a reassuring 
squeeze, then took her in his arms for a hug 
and kiss. : 

““You’re a peach, Mumsy,’’ he said, huskily, 
‘‘and I—I guess I haven’t been so very 
fhoughtinlcol you... = 

Red had no time for further words. He 
gripped his father’s hand and backed toward 
the train, being beset on all sides with cries and 
requests. 

The Blue Valley Flyer came to a droning 
stop. As Red was to be the only passenger 
taken on at Center it was obvious that the stop 
would be of the briefest duration. 

“‘Oh, Red, aren’t you going to kiss me good- 
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by?’”’ called one of the girls in the party, 
puckering up her lips, teasingly. 

“Yes, aren’t you going to kiss us good-by?”? 
kidded another of the girls, following Red to 
the steps of the Pullman. 

The porter good-naturedly held Red from 
mounting the steps and reaching safety, for 
one of the passengers, a pretty fair-haired girl, 
had left the train to run across the platform 
and post a letter in the mail box. 

‘‘ Just a minute, boss,’’ said the porter, tak- 
ing Red’s large traveling bag from Jerry and 
tossing it inside the Pullman, ‘‘there’s a young 
SQ09s) ee 

Red, realizing that he was cornered, turned 
about and seized the nearest girl to him, giving 
her a resounding smack. The other girls in the 
party shrieked their surprise and pulled away 
as the boys howled their delight. Red reached 
out for another girl. 

‘¢A-1-] a-b-o-a-r-d!’’ drawled the conductor. 

But his drawl was lost in a wild yell of mer- 
riment. 

Red, in the hurry of the moment, had seized 
and kissed the girl passenger who had come 
running back to the Pullman from the mail 
box! 
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Greatly embarrassed, Red released the 
pretty stranger who, too astonished and indig- 
nant to speak, ran up the steps and into the 
Pullman. Red looked after her in dumb amaze- 
ment and bewilderment. The porter, laughing 
uproariously, grabbed Red by the arm. 

‘“Yo’d better be gittin’ on, Mistah! Dis yere 
train’s beginnin’ to creep!”’ 

Red’s last memory, as he entered the Pull- 
man, was of a hysterical bunch of schoolmates, 
bent almost double with hilarity. And, more 
than that—the incident even seemed to havs 
amused his father? 


Pal had been left, locked in the Wade home. 
Jt had not been considered advisable to allow 
Red’s loyal ally to see him off on the train. 
But Pal, true to the Wade family characteris- 
tics, also had a will of his own. He knew, quite 
as well as any human, that Red was going 
away. Hadn’the helped Red pack? . . . And 
wasn’t this a fine show of gratitude for his 
master to trot off some place for, no dog knew 
how long, and intentionally leave his side-kick 
behind? ‘Would any self-respecting dog stand 
for such treatment? Not one minute! : 
Another thing—Red had forgotten and left his 
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football behind. This was a grave oversight. 
His master hardly went any place that he 
didn’t take his football. What would he do 
when he found he was without it? ; 
He’d wish he had Pal near by to tell to ‘‘go get 
it.”? This was sound dog reasoning. But why 
wait for Red to miss the ball? Why not take 
it to him? . . . Pal snooped about the 
the house. Some of the windows were open. 
One of them he could squeeze through but 
there was not room to force the football 
through. The kitchen window was open from 
the top. Ah! By jumping up on the kitchen 
table . . . (he’d get licked for that if any- 
one found it out!) . . . he could stand up 
and lift the ball over the top of the lowered 
window .. . and drop it outside 

and then leap out after it. This Pal did, after 
two tries. He heard the train whistle as he set 
off for the station. The ball was a bit unwieldy 
to carry so he did not make the time he would 
ordinarily have made. 

When Pal was half a block from the station he 
saw the train pulling out. There was the barest 
chance of his reaching it if he cut through . 
between some buildings to the track and made 
for the rear platform. Pal, wide-eyed and 
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panting heavily, caught up to the end Pullman 
just as the train commenced to pick up speed. 
He crouched low for a desperate leap, calcu- 
lated the distance, and jumped. The motion of 
the train threw Pal joltingly against the iron 
railing as he landed, in a huddled up heap, on 
the observation platform. But he retained his 
savage grip on a loose end of the football lac- 
ing, and—seeing the door ajar, crawled into 
the car and under one of the seats! 


Sally Rogers, the girl passenger who had re- 
eeived Red’s innocently implanted kiss, re- 
turned to her berth which was made up for the 
night, and sat down on the edge of it, feeling 
her flushed cheek. Of course the whole thing 
had been accidental . . . but .. . the 
idea of such a thing happening! . . . Sally 
slipped off her shoes and slid them under the 
seat of Lower Seven. It was going on ten 
o’clock and most of the passengers had retired. 
If she hadn’t wanted to remain up and finish 
that letter she wouldn’t have . . .! Sally 
felt her cheek again and pictured the scene 
once more of the good-looking young man who 
had . . .! To save herself, Sally couldn’t 
help from smiling. 
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But the smile soon changed to a gasp as she 
glanced toward the end of the car and glimpsed 
the porter coming toward her with the . 
the good-looking young man . . . just be- 
hind! Sally quickly slipped inside the curtains 
and pulled them together. From the seclusion 
of her berth she peeped out interestedly. Sally 
suppressed another gasp as the porter stopped 
directly opposite and pulled aside the curtains 
of Lower Hight. 

‘Heah yo’ are, suh!’’ she heard him say. 

Then she saw the athletic figure of the good- 
looking young man as it bent over for a mo- 
ment to examine the berth. Another moment 
and the figure had disappeared toward the rear 
of the car. But Sally had seen enough. She 
fastened the curtains together and settled down 
for the night, rebuking herself for having taken 
any further interest in the fellow who had 
kissed her by mistake. 


The Pullman containing Red’s berth was 
four cars from the end of the train, an almost 
interminable distance for a dog, with a foot- 
ball, to travel unseen. But there were few - 
folks stirring in any of the cars. Pal, there. 
fore, found his greatest trouble was in getting 
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from one car to another. He was forced to 
wait his chance, hiding under the berth nearest, 
the door or crouching in the vestibule, until the 
conductor or a porter came through. Once he 
followed the conductor from one car to an- 
other, keeping so close behind that he was not 
detected. As soon as he reached the car in 
front he scooted on ahead while the conductor 
turned to slam the door shut. 

In each Pullman Pal used his nose to good 
advantage, searching out Red’s whereabouts. 
But, though his sniffing brought many scents to 
his sensitive nostrils, Pal didn’t come upon 
anything familiar 9%. | “Note aint. se 
squeezed through into the fourth car. 

Half-way down the car, Pal stopped and 
wrinkled his nose, eyes gleaming. There was 
Red’s large traveling bag, plopped down in the 
aisle. But . . . but which side of the 
aisle was Red on? . Pal wrinkled his 
nose some more. Then he uttered a low whine 
of despair. The nose couldn’t tell him another 
thing. He’d have to find out for himself! 

Cautiously Pal stole a glance toward either 
end of the car, still gripping the football. No- 
body in sight. All right, he’d investigate 
Lower Seven first. 
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Sally, lying with her face to the window, was 
seized with the sudden, uncanny sense of some- 
thing being near her. She did not wait to see 
what it was. She screamed. Her scream 
seared the everlasting daylights out of the four- 
footed intruder, who dropped what he was 
carrying and ducked under the berth out of 
sight. The object he dropped rolled over and 
up against Sally’s cheek. She screamed again 
and, raising up, groped for the light switch. 

Red, coming down the aisle to his berth, 
started at the scream and looked toward Lower 
Seven wonderingly. Faces and heads began to 
jab through the curtains of the other berths. 

‘“What’s the matter up there?’’ 

‘‘Some one’s having a nightmare!”’ 

‘“What’s that woman yelling at?”’ 

The conductor and porter came rushing 
down the aisle. As they got opposite Lower 
Seven the light switched on inside, and the 
blonde head of an enraged young lady ap- 
peared, followed by a bare arm and hand. The 
hand held a football dangling at the end of a 
lace. 

Red, at sight of the face, staggered back in | 
astonishment. Why—why—the girl he had 
ee re | 
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‘How dare you throw that ball inside my 
berth?’’ demanded Sally, hotly. She lifted her 
arm and hurled the ball at Red, jerking the cur- 
tains to again with a snap. Red caught the ball 
and sat down on the side of his berth, stunned. 

‘‘See here, young fellow, what are you up 
to?’’ blazed the conductor. 

‘‘He ought to be put off the train!’’ bellowed 
a disgruntled passenger. 

‘‘T_J—you’ll never believe me,’’ stammered 
Red, ‘‘but I—I don’t know where this ball came 
from!’ 

‘‘Tt’s your ball, isn’t it?’’ 

SOY 668. tects aceibess Daye Dall ees: 220 fe ete 
didn’t bring it along . . . not unless one 
of the bunch slipped it on the car somehow.’’ 

‘“But how would it get in her berth?’’ 

Red scratched his head. Then his face 
brightened. 

‘<They probably dropped it in there 
thinking that berth was mine .. . and 
when the train . . . Ah, I don’t know 

I give up’... -+. Lean figure ttl’? 

‘Well, see to it that you don’t cause any fur- 
ther disturbance,’’ warned the conductor, in- 
clined to be lenient inasmuch as the young lady 
had registered no complaint and the young 


A NIGHT ON THE PULLMAN 31 


fellow had seemed sincere in his contention. 
‘““We don’t tolerate any rough stuff on this 
train!’’ 

Rough stuff! . . . Accused of being a 
rowdy again, was he? Red smiled bitterly as 
he thought how the evidence had pointed him 
out so undeniably as the guilty person. A good 
thing that his father would get no wind of this. 
He’d cite the cast as another example of the 
trouble that football could get a person into. 
But how in the dickens did that pigskin 
- . .? Red’s head reeled dizzily. He crawled 
inside his berth, closed the curtains, and sat, 
fingering the ball, trying to work out a solution 
of the mystery. 

It was some minutes before Pal dared sneak 
out from his last place of hiding. He had suc- 
ceeded in finding where Red was but, whew !— 
the rumpus caused in doing it! Now Pal 
wasn’t sure how Red would greet him. Red 
might not even be glad he had his football 
again. This was a funny world. Nothing ever 
turned out the way you figured. 

His body groveling in contrition, Pal nosed 
his way quietly into Red’s berth. 

‘‘Why, you—you old son-of-a-gun, you!’’ ex- 
claimed Red, in a guarded undertone. 
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Pal wiggled humbly into Red’s lap. His 
master took up the football and pointed to it 
accusingly. Pal hung his head in shameful ad- 
mission. Red could not refrain from a chuckle. 
A chuckle, in dog language, meant that all was 
forgiven. Pal leaped up, licking joyfully at 
Red’s face. 

‘‘Ssssh! Lie down, Pal! Don’t you know 
that dogs aren’t allowed on this train? You’ve 
got to keep still, understand? Don’t make a 
sound! Get over there next to the window and 
go to sleep!’’ 

Pal obeyed, gladly. Red mused as he started 
to undress. 

‘‘Now how in thunder did that crazy dog get 
out of the house and get onto this train? I’ll 
bet that’s one of Jerry’s tricks! I’ll bet he put 
the girls up to kidding me at the last minute 
just sohe could . . .!”’ 

But, somehow, this sort of explanation 
didn’t seem to hold water, either. Red finally 
gave the whole thing up as entirely beyond him. 
He reached over and raised the window to per- 
mit more air, then pulled up the covers, 
switched out the light and prepared to get some 
sleep. 


Just how long Red had dozed off, he had no 
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way of telling, but he was suddenly brought 
back to full and startled consciousness by a 
yelp from Pal! Instinctively Red reached out 
and forced his dog under the covers, smother- 
ing another painful protest. He ran his hand 
along Pal’s back in the dark and came upon the 
discovery that the cause of Pal’s anguish was 
the window’s descending upon his tail. In fact 
the window still held that terminal appendage 
captive. Red struggled to release the tail and 
Pal got his head out from under the covers 
for another wail of woe. Red just had time to 
get Pal covered up once more, after freeing his 
tail, when the porter thrust his head inside the 
curtains. 

It was a critical moment. Red feigned sleep 
as the porter scrutinized him closely. Then 
Red had a happy inspiration. 

““Yeow! Wow! Bow wow!’ he imitated, 
as though dreaming. 

The porter seized him and shook him 
roughly. Red sat up, registering a dazed ex- 
pression. 

‘“What’s the grand idea!’’ he demanded. 
Then, hazily, ‘‘Say, did you see that big dog?. 

Olio. Ge lear) s Boy, Aitheuent 
he was going to bite me!”’ 
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The porter stared at Red. 

‘‘Mistah, yo’ shure been eatin’ dog biscuits,’’ 
he said, and withdrew his head. 

“‘That’s twice that young feller’s wakened 
me out of a sound sleep!’’ Red heard the dis- 
gruntled passenger complain to the porter. 
‘‘He ought to be put off the train!’’ 

But soon everything was quieted down for 
the second time except for the barely audible 
sound of Pal tenderly massaging his tail with 
his tongue. 

‘“‘T wonder what that girl across the aisle 
thinks?’’ puzzled Red, as he stretched out in 
his berth again. ‘‘I wouldn’t blame her if she 
figured I was coo coo!”’ 


CHAPTER III 
RED TRIES TO EXPLAIN 


Tue next morning, with the berths made up 
and the Blue Valley Flyer roaring along not 
far out from Woodland Junction, Red came 
back from the men’s room lugging his travel- 
ing bag, just as the girl from across the aisle 
took her seat. She paid no attention to Red, 
slipping her dressing kit into her bag and then 
moving over to the window and interesting her- 
self in the passing scenery. Red set his bag 
down, taking unusual care that he did not bump 
it between the seats and that he kept it up- 
right. 

‘““Tf I can only catch her eye,’’ he thought, 
*‘T’ll speak to her and beg her pardon for what 
happened last night.’’ 

Red seated himself, studying the girl in- 
tently. Apparently she was entirely oblivious 
of the presence of anyone else in the car. As. 
Red watched for the opportunity of addressing 
her, he became more and more conscious of her 

35 
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charm and beauty. Red’s watchful gaze grad- 
ually turned to one of fascinated admiration. 
Hmnmt>. © And aehevithads. wy carer 
See aS 4 CeRissedtierlastment 

by mistake. Well, it hadn’t been such a bad 
mistake after all! Those eyes, those lips, and 
—that hair! 

Of a sudden the girl looked his way, taking 
Red completely unawares. He could feel the 
red coloring rush up into his cheeks at the 
realization that she had caught him staring full 
at her. And, before Red could think to bow 
and speak, the girl had turned her back, with a 
little impatient gesture, and moved closer to 
the window. 

“‘Darn!’’ exclaimed Red, Pia be tse 

A faint scraping sound came to his ears. 

‘“Gee, I’ll be suffocating Pal, next!’’ mut- 
tered Red, fumbling hastily with the fasten- 
ings on the bag. 

The moment the bag was opened Pal poked 
his head out and gulped for air. Red instantly 
pushed the head back in, but left the bag so 
that the dog would have no trouble in breath- 
ing. Great grief, what a trip! If it wasn’t one 
thing it was another! And what was it all go- 
ing to lead to? 
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The porter hurried down the aisle and 
stopped between Sally and Red. 

‘*Yo’ all change cars at de nex’ stop fo’ Clax- 
ton an’ Parmalee Anniversaries!’’ 

‘What?’ 

Red started and shot a quick, questioning 
glance at the girl across the aisle. Had he 
heard aright? Was that vision of loveliness 

ste Gonld at he possibles 58a 
So she was going to college, too! But, which 
one? 

The porter stooped down, reaching for her 
baggage. Red, heart pounding, plucked the 
porter’s sleeve and called him over by an 
inclination of his head. Slyly he slipped a 
dollar bill in the porter’s hand and nodded 
at the baggage indicating that he would take 
care of it. The porter, grinning broadly, 
sauntered off down the aisle, pocketing the 
money. 


On the station platform at Woodland Junc- 
tion, awaiting the arrival of the Flyer, was a 
group of boy and girl students who had come 
on an earlier train. The ‘‘Local Jerkwater | 
Limited’’ stood on the siding across the plat- 
form from the express track. It was already 
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partially filled with Claxton and Parmalee 
youths, cutting lively capers. 

Biff Wheeler, captain of the Claxton foot- 
ball squad, turned a bit irritatedly to a number 
of the Claxton lesser lights. 

‘‘What do you know about that? The Fly- 
er’s two minutes late right now! Something 
ought to be done about this!’’ 

‘“‘Ha, ha! Biff can’t wait until he sees his 
girl!’’ guyed a Claxtonite, giving his captain a 
playful shove. 

“‘Ts that so?’’ retorted Biff, enjoying the at- 
tention shown him. ‘‘I’m just anxious to be 
getting on to Claxton, that’s all!’’ 

“Yeah, you can’t get away with that stuff 
around us! Guess we saw how steamed up you 
were over her at the big game last year! . . . 
For shame, Biff! Why couldn’t you have fallen 
in love with a girl from your own college! Is 
that the right school spirit?’’ 

“‘Aw, dry up, you birds! Dry up!’’ rejoined 
Biff, waving them off with a self-satisfied air. 
“*You’d all be tickled stiff if she’d so much as 
look at you!”’ 

‘“‘There! What did we tell you? There’s 
the old Flyer . . . and maybe you won’t 
fly to meet her!’’ 
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Biff’s fellow students certainly had the 
‘‘dope’’? on him. The long Pullman train had 
hardly slowed to a stop before the Claxton cap- 
tain had made a running jump for the steps of 
a passing car and climbed aboard. 


Red watched the girl across the aisle out of 
the corner of his eye as the train began to slow 
up for the Woodland Junction stop. The mo- 
ment he saw her start to collect her belongings 
and look for the porter to take her bag, Red 
jumped to his feet and hurried over, reaching 
out his hand gallantly to help her. She drew 
back a trifle, surprised. At that crucial instant, 
when seconds seemed eternities, Red felt him- 
self shouldered roughly aside and another hand 
reach out for the bag, as a voice called in hearty 
greeting, ‘‘Hello, Sally! Gee, it seems good to 
see you! How are you?’’ 

‘<Biff Wheeler !’’ Red heard Sally’s voice re- 
ply, in an unmistakably pleased tone. 

The few other snatches of conversation 
which passed between the two escaped the much 
chagrined Red. He was conscious of but one 
burning thought. This girl—Sally—had a fel- . 
low and that fellow was a Claxton man for he 
wore a Claxton football jersey! 
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‘‘So his name’s Biff Wheeler,’’ thought Red, 
as the favored one moved off down the aisle, 
earrying the bag that he had paid the porter 
a dollar for the privilege of carrying. ‘‘Well, 
I’d like to give Biff a biff!”’ 

Despondently Red bent over and snapped 
his bag shut, almost catching one of Pal’s ears 
in so doing. 


Outside on the platform, waiting students 
and newly arrived ones, following boisterous 
greetings, made a mad dash for the smoking 
car of the ‘‘Local Jerkwater Limited,’’ piling 
through the windows, climbing over each other 
and fighting for the honor of riding in this 
coach. It mattered not that the veteran con- 
ductor sought to impede their progress and 
preserve some semblance of order. He was 
good-naturedly but firmly set aside and forced 
to be a witness to the wild scuffle for entrance 
to the smoker. The new brakeman, a stocky, 
well-built man, came up from the rear of the 
train and gazed upon the proceedings with 
growing disapproval. 

‘‘Are you goin’ to let ’em get away with 
that?’’ he asked of the conductor who was busy 
rearranging his uniform. 


RED TRIES TO EXPLAIN 41 


“Yes . . . and a lot more before they 
get through,’’ answered the conductor, help- 
lessly. ‘‘This is your first trip, Mike. You 
haven’t seen nothing yet. Wait till the real 
battle begins for possession of the smoking 
carl’ 

The new brakeman stood, sizing up the Clax- 
ton and Parmalee gangs. 

‘“They’re a tough bunch all right,’’ he admit- 
ted, ‘‘but they’d better go easy while Mike 
Donovan’s on this line or I’ll have to spank 
the lot of ’em!’’ 


When Red stepped down off the Pullman, 
Sally and her escort were nowhere in sight. 
He looked about him for a moment, the strug. 
gle over the smoking car commanding his 
amused attention. Red grinned. This was ri- 
valry for you—Claxton and Parmalee going 
at each other even before college commenced! 

As Red stood, quite absorbed in the happen- 
ings about him, a large dog approached and 
sniffed curiously at the traveling bag. The 
next instant Red was made the unsuspecting 
center of a swirling cyclone. Lunging at the | 
bag as though to tear it apart, the huge mastiff 
snapped viciously and would not be put off. 
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To make matters worse, Pal, inside the bag, 
had received, by dog telepathy, the challenge 
from his foe outside . . . and Pal set up 
a commotion that threatened to jump the bag 
right out of Red’s hand. 

In desperation Red glanced around for some 
means of escape. Coming toward him, munch- 
ing contentedly on one of two bulging hot dog 
sandwiches, he espied a fat fellow wearing a 
sweater which bore the ‘‘P’’ of Parmalee. 
Edging toward this chap, Red watched his 
chance and, as the chubby lad passed, Red 
deftly slipped the meat out of the sandwich he 
was carrying. To his great relief the fellow 
didn’t notice the theft, and sauntered serenely 
on after a curious look over his shoulder at the 
exceedingly playful mastiff who insisted on 
bothering the youth with the portly hand bag. 

Red quickly gave the big dog a whiff of the 
meat and, as he saw the dog’s jaws widen 
hungrily, he tossed the meat as far from him 
as he could. Then, hoisting the bag containing 
Pal under his arm, he made for the coach be- 
hind the smoking car on the run. 

The meat landed at the feet of the conductor. 
Scarcely a fraction of a second later the con- 
ductor landed in a heap as the mastiff, dashing 
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after the meat, dove for the piece of sausage 
and struck the trainman a jolting blow just be- 
low the knees. 

‘“Ain’t that the limit!’’ raved the conductor, 
as the brakeman helped him up. ‘“‘If it ain’t 
the boys that are bowling you over—it’s dogs!’’ 


In the smoking car the students set about 
preparing methodically for the battle that the 
veteran conductor had prophesied. Standing 
on the back of a seat, two-thirds of the way up 
in the coach, one youth shouted directions to 
members of his college who were piling in. 

‘“Parmalee men on this side!’’ 

Almost across from him a rival youth bel- 
lowed similar instructions. 

‘“Claxton fellows over here!’’ 


Red, entering the day coach in the rear of the 
smoking car, found things comparatively quiet. 
The reason was immediately evident as this 
coach contained girl students as well as fellows. 
There would be no stormy conduct here. Some 
seats up ahead he noticed, with a pang of feel- 
ing, that the girl whom he’d . . . well, er | 

a mistake like that would probably hap- 
pen only once in a lifetime! At any rate, the 
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girl he’d almost met was engaged in laughing 
conversation with the . . . the Claxton 
man. And Red could tell, by the glances which 
were being directed her way that she was the 
envy of most of the other girls in the car. 

‘““That’s Biff Wheeler. He’s captain of our 
team,’’ he heard one girl tell another. 

Red groaned inwardly. So—that was all 
Biff was—captain! What chance would he 
have to win favor if . . . Red checked 
himself. What was the matter with him any- 
way? Had he forgotten his promise? But— 
but..why ‘had this. girl, = <<. [ot-allégiris 

taken such an interest in a football 
man when he couldn’t . ...? Red opened 
his bag and Pal almost barked his gratitude 
for the opportunity to stretch his cramped 
bones. 

‘*Old boy,’’ confided Red, ‘‘the breaks are all 
against me!”’ 


Having taken on a full load, the ‘‘Local Jerk- 
water Limited’? got under way. There was a 
slight sway and a creak to the cars as they 
traveled over the bumpy rails but the students 
didn’t mind. The ride was a short one at its 
worst, and could be endured. In fact, Biff 
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Wheeler was wishing that Claxton might have 
been a day’s journey away for it wasn’t often 
that he enjoyed the company of the most won- 
derful girl in the world. 

‘*T don’t see why you had to choose Parmalee 
just because your brother was coaching there,’’ 
Biff objected. ‘‘It’s much smaller than Clax- 
Lona is 9. and it’s nolo" 522 47? 

““See here, Biff, don’t you say anything 
against Parmalee!’’ threatened Sally, ‘‘it 
isn’t always the size that makes the college, you 
Mow = aes “besides: 42:01?’ 

‘Well, I’m just sorry you’re not at Claxton, 
that’s all. That’s where your brother ought ta 
be, too. He’ll never build up a reputation as 
a coach at Parmalee. Look how we walloped 
his team last . . .!”’ 

Sally’s eyes flashed spiritedly. 

“‘Yes! It was his first year and he had all 
new material to work with. Just you wait, 
Biff! Parmalee’s going to wake up one of 
these days—and win!’’ 

The Claxton captain restrained a laugh with 
difficulty. The mere suggestion of Parmalee’s 
winning anything was a riot. 

‘‘T admire your loyalty,’’ he told Sally, ‘‘but 
it takes more than loyalty to turn out good foot- 
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ball elevens. In the first place, how many fel- 
lows who can really play ever go to Parmalee? 
I’m telling you right here, if it wasn’t for the 
red hot rivalry between Parmalee and us, we’d 
never make the Parmalee game the big game 
of the year! . . . Say,—it’s not generally 
known, but I got it on good authority that our 
athletic board is considering the substitution of 
another college for Parmalee on our football 
schedule next season!’ 

Sally gasped, placing a hand on Biff’s arm. 

Ob atonas 

“‘Mact!’’ Biff shrugged his shoulders, impor- 
tantly. ‘‘Can’t really blame ’em, can you? 
Claxton naturally wants to stack up against 
some genuine opposition. It gets monotonous 
drubbing a team year after year, even though 
it does represent the college you’d like most 
to beat!’ 

‘“You Claxton folks are pretty stuck on your- 
selves, aren’t you?’’ twitted Sally. ‘‘Or pretty 
sure, which?”? 

‘*Both!’’ answered Biff, unblushingly, ‘‘and 
why shouldn’t we be . . . we’ve got the 
best college in the state . . . and the best 
football team . . . and the best . . .” 

**Oh, look at that horse trying to keep up with 
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the train!’’ interrupted Sally, mischievously. 

The conductor and the brakeman, peering 
through the door into the smoking car, were 
certain—from the visible signs—that a commo- 
tion was soon due to start. 

*‘Tt won’t be long now,’’ announced the con- 
ductor gravely, as he watched the students 
glaring at one another, awaiting the slightest 
provocation to spring into action. From the 
looks of things the forces had been well mar- 
tialed. Toodles, the fat boy who had loaned Red 
part of his sandwich when Red had been in dire 
need, was leader of the Parmalee gang. Too- 
dles sat, eyes blinking, chubby fingers drum- 
ming on the arm of his seat, biding his time. 
Steve, Biff Wheeler’s first lieutenant, inspected 
his contingent carefully, decided they were 
ready to go over the top of their seat, and left 
the car hurriedly in search of his commander- 
in-chief. 

History records that many great generals 
have paid court to their lady loves shortly be- 
fore battle. There was Napoleon, for instance 
. . . and then again, there was Biff. 

The first lieutenant felt it his duty to break » 
in upon what appeared to be a very engaging 
conversation. He also felt it a matter of mili- 
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tary diplomacy to lean over and whisper in his 
commander’s ear. 

“T’ll be right up!’’ replied the captain, ris- 
ing. He turned to make a gallant bow. ‘‘You’ll 
excuse me a moment, Sally? I’ve a little er- 
rand up in the smoking car.’’ 

Why is it that the intuition of women so often 
reads what is in men’s minds? Sally caught 
Biff pleadingly by the sleeve. 

‘‘Please don’t, Biff. It isn’t fair to put the 
Parmalee boys out of the smoker each year, 
just because you Claxton fellows outnumber 
them !’? 

How often have hard-hearted men warriors 
harkened to the pleas of their ladies fair? 

‘“‘Don’t worry,’’ reassured Biff, ‘‘we won’t 
hurt the little angels. . . . It won’t take 
long. I’ll be back in a minute!’’ 

And with that he marched bravely out of the 
ear into the smoker, with his first lieutenant 
a respectful six paces behind him. 


‘‘Well, Pal,’’ said Red, noticing that Sally 
was now occupying her seat alone. ‘‘ Looks 
like this is an opportunity to square myself! 

You stick right where you are. I’m 
going over and speak to her!’’ 
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Red stepped out into the aisle and made his 
way up to Sally’s seat. She looked up expect- 
antly as he stopped beside her, but the instant 
she saw who it was she gave Red a glance 
which made him feel like he’d been left stranded 
at the North Pole. Sally didn’t utter a word 
and yet her expression plainly said, ‘‘Don’t you 
dare speak to me!’’ Red could feel himself 
freezing where he stood. Some girls in the seat 
just behind made the atmosphere all the more 
unbearable by snickering right out loud. It 
seemed to Red as though he must have stood, 
like an icy pillar, for minutes on end. In real- 
ty if was probably only a few, frigid seconds. 
When he finally tore himself loose from this 
embarrassing predicament, his only thought 
was to get as far away from the scene 
and the girl . . . as possible. 

Red’s legs, eagerly responding to this 
thought, carried him in the direction of the 
smoking car. But how could those well-meaning 
legs know, since Red did not, that they were 
only transporting their owner from a region of 
excessive cold to one where things were doomed 
to be exceedingly hot? 


CHAPTER IV 
THE SMOKING CAR BATTLE 


Next to football, the exercise Toodles Hun- 
gerford liked best was eating. He quite nat- 
urally blamed his abnormal appetite on his 
name. 

“‘T ‘hungerford-is’ and ‘hungerford-at’ all 
the time,’’ explained Toodles. ‘‘T tell you fel- 
lahs, it’s tough!”’ 

Even now, with the rival college camps fac- 
ing the zero hour, Toodles—Parmalee leader— 
bit savagely into a large red apple which he 
had purchased from the well-stocked train boy. 
He might be called upon to risk his life the next 
instant but why worry about the future? 

Other Parmalee men purchased apples but 
not for the purpose of eating. Ah, no! They 
regarded the apples fondly and with great rel- 
ish . . . even smacked their lips in antici- 
pation . . . yet not aman, except Toodles, 
so much as set tooth to the firmly formed 
fruit. Some, however, did feel of arm muscles 
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and steal wary sidewise glances at Claxton 
men who sat across the aisle. The rival con- 
tingent, strange as it may seem, appeared to 
have developed an unusual taste for oranges 
and cream puffs. Mighty queer, though, that 
none of the Claxton crowd exhibited any desire 
to devour the combination. Instead, these self- 
same fellows kept peering anxiously back over 
their shoulders, quite obviously awaiting the 
arrival of some one from the car behind. They 
fingered their oranges and cream puffs with 
tender eagerness. 

Presently the rear door of the smoking car 
was heard to swing open, and every head 
turned, ominously . . . every head but one. 
Toodles Hungerford sat staring straight for- 
ward, apparently unconcerned. Closer scrutiny, 
however, would have revealed his jaws work- 
ing at a highly accelerated pace and the re- 
mains of the apple disappearing in nervous 
chunks. 

Biff Wheeler, Claxton commander-in-chief, 
paused dramatically in the doorway of the car 
to assume a ‘‘lord-of-all-he-surveys’’ pose. 
His athletic figure comfortably filled the space » 
allotted to it. He confidently extended his 
chest and strode down the aisle, all Claxton 
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lined up on his right, eyeing him with gleam- 
ing admiration; Parmalee, on his left—poor, 
outnumbered Parmalee—shrinking, almost 
cringing in its seats. At least this is how 
Parmalee looked to General Biff on that memo- 
rable morning in early fall when he marched 
down the narrow lane between the rival armies, 
preparatory to firing the shot which would be 
heard around two campuses for months to 
eome. 

Straight up to the enemy leader he tramped, 
grasping Toodles roughly by the collar—so 
roughly, in fact, that the last piece of apple 
leaped from Toodles’ mouth and landed two 
rows in front. Biff jerked the Parmalee leader 
to his feet. 

‘“‘Hey, you Parmalee shrimp! This car is 
reserved for men only!’? 

Toodles wrenched himself loose, whirling 
about with surprising agility for one his size. 
He sailed into Biff with such fury that the Clax- 
ton commander was forced to give ground to- 
ward the rear of the car. As he did so, a 
well-aimed throw from a Parmalee sharp- 
shooter, bounced a hard apple off the back of 
his head. 

Infuriated, Biff—in the act of starting a 
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punch at Toodles—swung about. At that mo- 
ment, thinking only of escape from the pres- 
ence of a certain young lady, a red-headed, 
well-built young fellow came hurrying through 
the smoking car door just in time to receive the 
punch intended for Toodles. He staggered 
back, a bit dazed and surprised. Believing that 
Red was retreating and that he had been the 
one guilty of throwing the apple, Biff charged. 
Red, getting his bearings and recognizing who 
had hit him, grinned his satisfaction. 

‘“Biff Wheeler, eh? Well, here’s where Biff 
gets the biff I was wishing I could give him!’’ 

And the fight was on! 

It wasn’t a _ single-handed fight, either. 
Everyone in the ear had a hand init now. The 
air was full of flailing arms and flying fruit. 
Toodles, seeing that Biff was properly engaged, 
turned his attention to more pressing needs 
elsewhere. The car fairly rocked with the tide 
of battle. One of the Claxton men, jerked from 
a seat, took the arm of it with him. Several 
windows were pushed out. The car became lit- 
tered with remnants of clothing and edibles no 
longer edible. 

‘‘We’ll show you who the men are in this 
ear!’’ raved a Parmalee student, his shirt hang- 
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ing in tatters. ‘‘You will try to put us out, will 
you?’’ 

The veteran conductor, hearing the commo- 
tion, ventured to the door of the smoking car 
and looked in. The new brakeman joined them, 
rolling up his sleeves in a businesslike manner. 

‘“What are you going to do?’’ gasped the 
conductor, alarmed. 

‘‘T’m goin’ to do what you’d ought to’ve done 
years ago,’’ promised the new brakeman. ‘‘I’m 
goin’ to set them young hoodlums in order!’’ 

‘¢Good-night!’’ exclaimed the veteran train- 
man, throwing up his hands despairingly. ‘‘T 
hope I see you later!’’ 

And with that, the experienced conductor 
proved that there was life in the old man yet 
by climbing to the top of the smoking car where 
he heaved a great sigh of relief to be so far 
removed from the scene of riotous strife. 

In the day coach, Pal, tiring of keeping his 
head forever concealed within Red’s traveling 
bag, ventured to stick his nose out and to inves- 
tigate his immediate surroundings. Hmmm! 
The only folks in sight were girls! Wonder 
where the boys had gone? Say, it was cramped 
in that bag! Girls couldn’t do any harm to a 
dog anyhow! He’d just crawl out and stretch 


THE SMOKING CAR BATTLE 55 


his legs a bit and see if he could discover why 
Red hadn’t come back. 

Pal crept inte the aisle, first peeping out to 
be sure it was safe. Then he started nosing 
along in the direction that Red had taken. 

‘Here, “sirls.\.— 5 Nitesddgeiol.. 4: 
Come here, sir!’ 

Pal started, and pricked his ears, glancing 
up. Horrors! It was the—the girl whose 
berth he’d stuck his head into by mistake! 
What could she want with him? Like as not 
to give him a scolding! . . . But no, those 
laughing eyes and coaxing lips . . . no 
zirl could look like that and say anything harsh. 
Should he or shouldn’t he go to her? What 
would Red say? He’d already caused his 
master no end of trouble. -Pal hung back un- 
certainly, wavered, then finally crawled for- 
ward penitently. Perhaps it would help make 
things right for Red if he did the apologizing 
. . . especially since he had been to blame! 


The new brakeman entered the smoking car 
with jaws set determinedly and fists clenched. 

‘“‘See here, you roughnecks!’’ he bellowed, : 
‘out this stuff out and cut it out quick!’’ 

These were the first and last words that the 
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ambitious brakeman uttered. No one heard 
what he said anyway. . . . No one even 
noticed that he had entered the fray. Several 
youths felt themselves rudely seized, each by a 
shoulder, but none of them realized by whom. 
The next instant practically every struggling 
contestant in the car was piled in a huge mass 
in the aisle. Toodles had managed to climb to 
the top of a seat and, from this vantage point, 
had hurled his two hundred pounds out upon 
the gang, toppling both sides over. At the bot- 
tom of the heap, powerless to help himself, the 
new brakeman had considerable of his newness 
rubbed off, having preferred to learn for him- 
self what the veteran conductor had already 
been taught by a sadder and wiser experience. 


After five minutes of vigorous initiation the 
brakeman could not be distinguished from any 
of the other combatants. His efforts to escape 
the smoking car were thwarted. 

‘‘Nix!’’ cried wild-eyed students. ‘‘Nobody 
gets out of this! . . . Everybody sticks to 
the finish!’’ 

The brakeman was finished then but the boys 
didn’t think so. In the mélée he was plastered 
with a cream puff so that his features went into 
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a total eclipse. Gropingly he crawled on his 
hands and knees down the aisle, being buffeted 
on all sides. He finally reached the door, 
yanked it open and fell out upon the platform. 
A few moments later the veteran conductor was 
joined on the roof of the smoker by a pitiful 
specimen of humanity. The conductor looked 
the brakeman over, critically. 

‘You should eat your cream puff, not wear 
it,’’ he said. 

The brakeman glowered. 

If Biff had beaten Red out in carrying Sally’s 
baggage from the Pullman he was now getting 
another sort of beating in return—a surprise 
beating, too—for Biff had considered himself 
about the last blow in the gentle art of self: 
defense. This fellow whom he had so lightly 
shouldered out of the way before was now a 
raging tornado who would not be shaken off. 
Who was this red-head anyhow? Why, he had 
been accustomed to cleaning up on half a dozen 
Parmalee students as his quota in these annual 
smoking car battles. It was disgraceful that 
he could not dispose of this rank unknown! 
Biff grew a bit worried. By the sound of . 
things, his faithful cohorts about him were hav- 
ing a harder time than usual putting the Clax- 
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ton stamp upon the other Parmaleemen .. . 
er . . . rather—dubs! Whatif they should 
be . . .? Biff redoubled his efforts in des- 
peration. 

At the Claxton station a reception committee 
eagerly awaited the arrival of their always 
victorious classmates. The station platform 
was crowded with those who wished to welcome 
fellow students back and to poke fun at what 
remained of the humbled Parmalee bunch. 

‘‘T sure do pity Parmalee this year,’’ spoke 
up one Claxtonite, ‘‘about all our first team 
football men are on that train and they’re hard 
as reinforced concrete!’’ 

An expectant cheer went up as the train was 
sighted rounding the curve. 

‘“Yea, Claxton! Yea, Claxton! Yea, yea 
jcxe' ted lege sae a etal ite 

‘“What’s the matter?’’ 

‘“What’s happened?”’ 

The first Claxton man to leave the smoking 
car as the train slowed to a stop was the 
hitherto invincible Biff. This time, however, 
his demeanor was hardly that of a conquering 
hero. In fact his descent of the car steps was 
entirely lacking in the dignity usually attend- 
ing an officer of high rank. Biff took every step | 
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on the bounce and landed with a thud on the 
platform. Furthermore, after landing, he 
showed no immediate inclination to arise. 

If misery likes company, Biff must have been 
overjoyed to find the station platform soon 
strewn with other battered and disheveled mem- 
bers of his once proud army. Some of these 
members were shoved through windows; others 
came sprawling out after the fashion of their 
beloved leader. But, in every case, there ap- 
peared to have been a definite propelling force 
behind the hurried, ungainly exit. Toadd igno- 
miny upon ignominy and make the humiliation 
worse than humiliating, the various and sundry 
pieces of Claxton baggage followed their 
owners with the promptest sort of dispatch. 
Claxton was unloading, gladly but sadly, if 
this antithetical statement can be rightly un- 
derstood! 

‘“You wait, Parmalee! We'll get even!’’ 
roared a badly trounced Claxtonite, shaking his 
fist at battle-worn but grinning faces which 
peered from windows of the smoker, 

‘‘Who’re the shrimps now?’’ taunted Too- 
dles, standing on the car platform, watching 
the disgruntled Claxton crowd gathering up the 
wreckage, human and otherwise. Many of the 
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suit cases had sprung' open as they struck 
the platform, vomiting contents far and wide. 
Such a mess as the Claxton reception committee 
had been presented with! Parmalee had 
waited years for such a triumph and, now that 
it had come, Parmalee had done it up in more 
colors than brown. 

With howls of disappointed rage, the Clax- 
ton throng looked about for some means of 
retaliation. A fruit vender’s stand near the 
station seemed to catch everyone’s eye almost 
at once. It was overturned in a twinkling, 
scores of hands reaching out for ammunition. 
Soon juicy missiles were flying through the 
open windows of the smoking car and the grin- 
ning faces of Parmalee warriors vanished to 
escape the barrage. On the roof of the smoker, 
a brakeman and a conductor signaled wildly 
for the engineer to go ahead. 

As soon as the train had left Claxton to her 
individual and collective woes, Toodles re- 
entered the smoker to take stock of the price 
Parmalee had paid for victory. He gazed 
about the bespattered and disarranged interior 
while fellow comrades slapped him on the back 
and shouted in high glee. What mattered the 
price of a few bumps or torn clothes or lost 
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baggage when compared to the magnificent con- 
quest over Claxton? 

“Good old Toodles!’’ cried Mat Kneeland, 
Parmalee quarterback. ‘‘If it hadn’t been for 
VOR ees se 

‘Not me!’’ denied Toodles, modestly. ‘‘It 
was that red-headed guy who trimmed Biff. 
Say, where is he, anyway? Last thing I remem- 
ber was seeing him get crocked from behind. 
I crowned the bird who socked him and then we 
pulled into Claxton and I grabbed Biff up and 
threw pinol <5... 2" 

‘‘Here’s somebody lying under this seat!’’ 
called Walt Snider, Parmalee ieft end. ‘‘Boy, 
he sure looks like he’d been through the mill!’’ 

Toodles took a look. 

‘“‘That’s him!’’ he shouted, ‘‘that’s the red- 
head! Get some ice, somebody! We’ve got to 
bring him around!’’ 


CHAPTER V 
A VERY DAZED YOUNG MAN 


ParmaLee Couiece could not claim the dis- 
tinction of new buildings to compete with the 
more up-to-date atmosphere of Claxton, but it 
could claim a picturesque quality which would 
forever be denied its larger and more prosper- 
ous rival. The buildings, old and in need of 
repair, had most of their outer defects covered 
up by close-clinging vines which lent a lovable, 
peaceful appearance to the campus and sur- 
rounding’. 

President Todd liked nothing better than to 
stand in the window of his private office and 
gaze out over the beautiful view of the Parmalee 
campus. The sight of it took him back over 
memories of other days, other years : 
memories dear to the heart of a man who had 
remained long in the service of an institution 
which he loved with a whole-souled devotion. 
For twenty years President Todd had been 
at the helm of Parmalee’s destinies—twenty 
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struggling years, yet twenty years of outstand- 
ing achievement when the grade and character 
of Parmalee men and women had been con- 
sidered. If the venerable, white-haired presi- 
dent had a weakness it was that he had always 
been more interested in improving Parmalee’s 
standard of education at the expense of ma- 
terial factors. Buildings could get along with- 
out repairs better than students could get along 
without proper instruction, was President 
Todd’s line of reasoning. Consequently he had 
built up, through the years, a faculty that was 
recognized as hardly without a peer. The cur- 
riculum which Parmalee offered to earnest seek- 
ers after knowledge was both specialized and 
extensive. Surely the parents of young people 
and young people themselves would be quick 
to appreciate the advantages afforded in the 
way of an education. President Todd had 
argued the matter out, time after time, with 
his board of directors. 

‘‘Let the word once get around that Parma- 
lee is giving the best courses of instruction and 
the money will come to us to make the improve- 
ments and extensions so vitally needed,’’ he 
had said. 

But President Todd, as kindly and well- 
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meaning as he was, had failed to correctly ana- 
lyze the trend of the times. He did not fully 
appreciate that the young folks of to-day placed 
more emphasis on the spectacular phases of 
college life. And there was certainly nothing 
spectacular in the broadcasting that Parmalee 
had one of the best college faculties in the coun- 
try. Commendable enough, but not excitable 
enough! There was the point! Parmalee had 
always needed a dash of color. A victory over 
Claxton in so trifiing an occurrence as a smok- 
ing car battle, had it happened some years ago, 
might have done much for the college. Even 
now it would cause a tremendous sensation. 
A college had to have something worth cheer- 
ing about, for students went to college, among 
other things, to discharge their excess pep in 
throat-splitting yells. And there was nothing 
to scream about if a college didn’t possess even 
an athletic team which won occasionally. 

The Parmalee board of directors were all 
elderly men. Most of them had stood staunchly 
by President Todd in his scholarly contentions. 
But just last year, several of them had begun 
to read the handwriting on the wall through a 
dimming eyesight. And, after considerable in- 
sistence, they had scored the first point toward 
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a modernization of Parmalee in the hiring of 
the youthful Tex Rogers as athletic instructor. 
Rogers, four-letter graduate of a big eastern 
college, had come to Parmalee highly recom- 
mended as to character and ability. It was 
hoped that his coming would bring to the college 
a happy change in its athletic fortunes. 

‘““Regardless of all the emphasis we have 
tried to place upon a high standard of educa- 
tion,’’ one of the directors had remarked, ‘‘the 
time is approaching when our financial em- 
barrassment will be so great as to threaten our 
very existence. Something indeed must be 
done to relieve Parmalee of its increasing bur- 
den of indebtedness. If only some friend of 
the institution could be prevailed upon to make 
alarge endowment .. .!’’ 

This wish had not long been expressed when 
the good news was received by President Todd 
from his boyhood chum, John Wade, that he 
was sending his son to Parmalee and volun- 
tarily offering to contribute $100,000 to the 
college. 

This morning, however, it was again a grave- 
faced and care-worn president who presided at 
a specially called meeting of the board of 
directors. His trembling fingers held a sec- 
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ond letter from John Wade, a letter containing 
news as crushing as the former news had been 
joyous. 

‘< John’s boy is not coming to Parmalee after 
all,’’? announced President Todd in a quavering 
ing voice. ‘‘He—he’s entered Claxton. . .!”’ 

For a moment there was an awkward, pul- 
sating silence. Then director Crowley got 
scrapingly to his feet. 

‘‘But don’t you think, if you explained our 
desperate circumstances, your old friend would 
give us the endowment even though his son 
doesn’t come to Parmalee?’’ he asked. 

President Todd’s thin figure straightened. 
He lifted his gray-white head with a little ges- 
ture of determined pride. 

“‘Gentlemen, Parmalee College has never 
begged and I trust it never will,’’ he said. 

There was conviction as well as appeal in the 
quiet dignity of the man. Such an attitude, in 
the face of great need, had become traditional 
at Parmalee. 


Great was the excitement and wild was the 
celebration at the Parmalee railroad station 
when the ‘‘Local Jerkwater Limited’’ limped 
in and the waiting crowd learned of the drub- 
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bing their men had at last succeeded in giving 
Claxton! The glad tidings were heralded by 
students who hung from the car windows, many 
still showing unmistakable signs of battle. 
Everywhere was confusion brought about by 
delirious joy. The Parmalee men detrained, 
some carrying the remains of their baggage in 
their arms; others with shirts, socks, ties and 
other articles of clothing draped around their 
necks . . ._ but all, regardless of looks or 
condition, intoxicatingly happy. 

Toodles Hungerford was one of the last to 
leave the smoker as the fellow who had ‘‘pol- 
ished off’’ Biff had not come to as soon as he 
been expected. 

‘He must have hit his head in falling,’’ sur- 
mised Toodles. ‘‘There’s a lump on the back 
of his bean the size of a walnut. Gimme an- 
other piece of ice to plant on it.’’ 

The ice, taken from the water tank in the 
rear of the car, was quickly supplied. 

Toodles took the ice in his chubby fingers. 
raised the head of the unconscious form and 
touched the melting lump to the swelling one. 
As he did so the ice slipped out of his grip 
and down inside the shirt, along the individ- 
ual’s backbone. Its descent brought a shiver- 


68 ONE MINUTE TO PLAY 


ing start from the previously unresponsive 
figure. A second more and the eyes opened, 
rolling about, dazedly. 

‘Hello, Red,’’ called Toodles, and grinned. 

The fellow, propped up in the car seat, 
grinned back, sickly. 

‘“‘Did I make a touchdown?”’ he asked. 

The Parmalee crowd, on the way out of the 
car, stopped short. 

‘“‘Touchdown?’’ repeated Toodles, wonder- 
ingly. ‘‘Naw, you just me 

‘“‘Then what’s all that cheering about?’’ 
asked Red, blinking. He raised his head a bit 
painfully, listening to the wild yells coming in 
from outside. 

“Oh, that!’ said (Toodles, laughing. 
‘“They’re raving about our smoking ear victory. 
We licked ’em, red-head, licked ’em plenty!’’ 

“Uh! . . . Who—who’s WE?’’ 

‘‘Ha! Ha!’’ roared Toodles, turning to his 
followers. ‘‘The boy’s there with the nifty 
come-back! But we’re magnanimous, we are! 
We’re willing to give you credit. You did it, 
Oldman’ <-> 47 thes way yore << unt 

‘‘Everybody out! We want Toodles!’’ 

‘‘Wixcuse me, I’m being paged!’’ announced 
Toodles, assuming an air of importance. 
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“‘How do you feel now? Head clearing? 
Need any help?’’ 

Red stood to his feet, shakily. 

Novethanks,”. Vm a-l-l-cright:o,. . «. 1. 

a2 

‘““Good!’’ cried Toodles, slapping Red cor- 
dially on the shoulder and almost knocking him 
over. ‘‘I’llseeyououtside. My name’s Toodles 
Hungerford. Where the heck’s my luggage? 
; Can you beat that? A fellow can’t 
turn his back a second! . . . YES! I’m 
coming! Hold your horses outthere . . .!’’ 

Toodles blundered the length of the car, 
looking wildly under seats and in the overhead 
racks. 

‘My stuff’s in the car behind!’’ recollected 
Red, ‘‘maybe yours is Bae 

“No such luck! . . . Say, if I ever catch 
the guy who did this I’ll beat his ear drums!”’ 

Toodles abandoned the smoker empty-handed 
but immediately forgot about the lost luggage 
in the mad reception accorded him. 

Red, left to himself, made his way back to the 
now deserted day coach. He found his bag 
still open, but no Pal inside. Well, this was a — 
great note! First time Pal hadn’t stayed put 
when ordered! The conductor must have come 
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along and discovered the dog and .. .! 
What was that? Sounded mighty like Pal 
then! 

Red stuck his head out the car window on 
the station side. As he did so he rubbed his 
hand across his eyes several times to make 
certain he was seeing right. No, it couldn’t be 
possible! There was the girl that he had 
erg) LOT nee Ore eee Cate wos 
Pal, with her, acting as if he’d known her all his 
dog lifetime . . . and she, stooping over 
and petting him . . . laughing and talk- 
ing with a group of girls . . . but obvi- 
ously waiting and looking for somebody. Red 
pulled in his head, embarrassedly. It all came 
back to him now. Sally—that was her name! 

she was waiting for Biff! For some 
reason or other Biff evidently had been slightly 
delayed. Red pinched his chin, musingly, then 
a grin spread slowly over his face. Jove! 

Why hadn’t it dawned on him sooner? 
He was probably the reason that Biff hadn’t 
shown up to act as Sally’s escort! 
Wonder where Biff was now . . . and how 
he looked? Red reached down and grabbed up 
his bag, hurrying out of the coach. 

‘‘Here’s one time that big stiff doesn’t give 
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me the shoulder!’’ Red vowed, as he left the 
steps and elbowed his way through the hilari- 
ous crowd toward the girl who had caused a 
dog to desert his master. 

Pal was the first to glimpse Red’s approach. 
He barked a joyful greeting. Sally, turning 
about questioningly, looked full into the face of 
the young fellow she had considered so 
so good looking. Goodness! What on earth 
had happened to him? His face had several 
bruise marks on it . . . his whole person 
was disheveled. Of all the Parmalee men, he 
appeared the most battle-scarred. Sally sud- 
denly dropped her eyes, realizing that she had 
been actually staring at him. And then Red, 
feeling wonderfully encouraged, broke the ice 
which had heretofore existed. 

‘‘T_T’ve been wanting to explain,’’ he stam- 
mored,*“that fool dor. |. vA” 

Red pointed at Pal and Pal helped matters 
by hanging his head in shame. Sally reached 
down and petted Pal sympathetically. 

‘‘Don’t you dare say anything against him,’’ 
she warned, with a mischievous twinkle in her 
eyes. ‘‘He and I are good friends!”’ 

‘‘But I thought maybe you’d like to know 
how the football got into your berth and 
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how . .” continued Red, rather lamely. 

Sally ceased the intended apology with 
a wave of her hand. There followed a moment 
of awkward silence. 

‘“‘What’s the name of your dog?’’ Sally 
asked, finally, ‘‘I think he’s wonderful!’’ 

Red was beginning to think the same thing as 
he realized that Pal had made it possible for 
him to meet the girl who .. . well, she 
grew prettier the longer he gazed at her! 

‘‘T call him Pal,’’ said Red, hardly conscious 
of making answer for the attention he was de- 
voting to the vision before him. ‘‘Yes, he is a 
great dog—at times. Gets me into lots of trou- 
ble ...: . .alid vets me ont again 377... 

Sally laughed, understandingly. 

‘*T’d like to tell you my name, too,’’ ventured 
Red, ‘‘most everyone seems to know my nick- 
name without asking.’’ He ran fingers through 
his chestnut-colored locks. ‘‘But my last 
name’s Wade . . . and I’d consider it a 
great pleasure to . . .°? 

Red never finished the sentence. Toodles, 
who had been reciting the thrilling details of 
Parmalee’s great victory over Claxton, sud- 
denly espied the man who should have been 
nominated hero of the hour. 
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‘There he is, gang!’’ pointed out Toodles, 
and the students immediately closed in. 

““Yea, Red-Head!’’ some one yelled. 

For the next few minutes Red was kept busy- 
ing struggling against those who would have 
lifted him to their shoulders and paraded him 
around the station. 

‘““Nix on that stuff, fellows!’’ he pleaded. 
“Nix! . . . Letmealone! What you talk- 
ing about? I didn’t do anything! You’ve made 
a mistake!’’ 

There were howls of laughter at this. 

‘Nice and modest, isn’t he?’’ kidded Too- 
dles, ‘‘but, boys, you should see him in action! 
He’s a regular one-man thrashing machine!’’ 

Sally stood by, watching the fun and appear- 
ing to enjoy Red’s discomfiture. Things sud- 
denly quieted down as a slightly older young 
man of athletic build pushed his way through 
the crowd to Sally’s side. At sight of him 
Sally’s face lighted up. 

‘‘Hello, Tex! You’re late!’’ she scolded. 

“‘Sorry! Couldn’t help it!’? he answered, 
‘‘say, you’re looking fine!’’ 

Then the slightly older young man took Sally 
in his arms and kissed her! 

Red, standing near by, could not conceal an 
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expression of great surprise. Who the dickens 
was this fellow? First it had been Biff Wheeler, 
though Biff’s greeting had been mild compared 
to this. Red placed a hand to his reeling 
head. There was only one, sensible explan- 
ation! 

‘‘Oh, what a boob I’ve been!’ groaned Red, 
to himself, ‘‘that guy’s her husband!’’ 

The slightly older young man picked up 
Sally’s belongings and escorted her away. 
Red glumly watched the two out of sight. Then 
he turned to see Toodles eyeing him intently. 

‘“‘She’s some peach, isn’t she?’’ teased 
Toodles, as Red’s face flushed. ‘‘That’s Rog- 
ers, our coach . . . and.Sally’s brother!’’ 

Red, who had started to lift his traveling bag, 
dropped it. 

Brother! Well, that was different! A whole 
lot different. Life seemed worth living again! 

‘Come on,’’ said Toodles, cordially grab- 
bing up Red’s bag, ‘‘we’ll show you around!’ 

As the Parmalee gang departed, the brake- 
man—peeping out of one of the smashed smok- | 
ing car windows, remarked in a relieved tone 
to the conductor, ‘‘So this only happens once 
a year, eh? Well, I won’t be here when it hap- 
pens again!’’ 
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Parmalee was a delightful little college town. 
Its business section was only four blocks re- 
moved from the college campus but the one did 
not intrude upon the other. On the walk to- 
ward the college, Red viewed the various 
sights with increasing interest and favor. 
There was such an attitude of friendliness 
about the place. He liked the way the merchants 
came to their doors and welcomed the boys as 
they marched down the street. He liked the 
cordiality with which the boys greeted each 
other. 

On reaching the campus itself, Red could not 
refrain from expressing his admiration to 
Toodles of the unusually attractive grounds 
with their bright patches of flowers, the quaint, 
ivy-covered buildings and the hard cinder 
paths, fringed with close-cropped grass, lead- 
ing up to them. 

‘“We like it,’’ rejoined Toodles, simply, 
‘*Hello! There’s the Prexie! See him stand- 
ing over there on the steps? He’s a grand old 
man. You’ll have to meet him!”’ 

Toodles led Red in the direction of President 
Todd who was engaged in welcoming a line of . 
returning Parmalee fellows. 

‘Hold on!’’ cried Toodles, stopping Red ag 
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they were about to reach the Prexie. ‘‘I can’t 
introduce you—I don’t know your name!”’ 

Red laughed. 

‘“‘Just add Wade to what you’ve been ecall- 
ing me,’’ he said. 

President Todd at first could not believe his 
ears and then was agreeably surprised at be- 
ing introduced to Red. He studied the well- 
built youth a moment as though revolving 
something in his mind which perplexed him 
considerably. Toodles, noticing this, hastened 
to apologize. 

‘You mustn’t mind how we look, Mr. Todd. 
We haven’t had a chance to get straightened up 
since that smoking car battle yet!’’ 

The president smiled. 

“‘T’ve heard that you at last emerged victori- 
ous,’? he said. ‘‘Permit me to extend my 
congratulations! . . . Your looks weren’t 
bothering me in the least . . . but I was 
wondering . . .’? Here President Todd 
turned directly to Red, laying a friendly hand 
on his shoulder. ‘‘My boy, aren’t you John 
Wade’s son?”’ 

It was Red’s turn to be surprised. 

MY 6a sire? 

‘<That’s what I thought.’’ President Todd 


A VERY DAZED YOUNG MAN 77 


stepped aside that he might address the youths 
who had followed Toodles and Red up from the 
station, ‘‘do you mind waiting outside a mo- 
ment, gentlemen? I’d like very much to see 
Mr. Wade a few minutes in private!’’ 

‘‘Why—why—no, sir. Of course not!’’ as- 
sured Toodles, answering for the bunch. Then, 
as soon as the Prexie and Red had disappeared, 
he turned to the fellows and exclaimed, ‘‘ Well, 
what do you make out of this?”’ 

Red entered President Todd’s study not with- 
out a feeling of suppressed wonderment and 
suspense. How peculiar that the Prexie should 
have recognized his name and spoken at once, 
of his father! What could he possibly be want- 
ing to see him about? Red dismissed the ques- 
tion as one totally beyond him. He interested 
himself in looking about the study as the kindly- 
faced old gentleman went over to his desk and 
fumbled among some papers. 

Red saw a room which had been furnished in 
an old-fashioned yet dignified manner. There 
was a quiet, homelike quality about it. Great 
bookeases ran along the walls, containing what 
appeared to be hundreds of choice volumes. 
Above the mantel of the fireplace hung a large 
painting of the college, a group of vine-covered, 
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peaceful old buildings which made one love the 
place at first glance. Red stepped to the win- 
dow and gazed out over the campus, then 
wheeled impusively toward the Prexie, his face 
glowing. 

“‘Tt’s great here, sir! Just what I hoped 
college would be like!’’ 

President Todd took a letter from his pile of 
papers and motioned Red to a seat near by, 
saying in a pleased voice, ‘‘I’m glad it appeals 
to you. I hope you learn to love it as I do.’’ 

Red nodded, and sat fingering his cap. What 
was coming? What did that letter have to do 
with . . .? President Todd cleared his 
throat nervously and leaned ‘forward. 

‘But I don’t quite understand—your father 
has just written, telling me that you weren’t 
coming to Parmalee!’’ 

‘““What?’’ Red shot up out of his chair as 
though it had been heavily charged. He stood 
for a moment, regarding President Todd, eyes 
widening in bewildered amazement. ‘‘Why— 
I—I thought this was Claxton!’’ 

President Todd dropped the letter upon the 
desk with a forlorn gesture. So, there’d been 
some sort of mistake . . . John Wade’s 
son hadn’t changed his mind after all. He’d 
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probably been made the victim of a practical 
joke, in which case he should be saved all pos- 
sible embarrassment. 

‘<T’m sorry, my boy,’’ said the President, ris- 
ing and patting Red on the shoulder. 

“‘S-s-so am I!’’ stammered Red, putting a 
hand to his head, dazedly, ‘‘Gee! I must have 
gotten more of a wallop than I thought! You 
see, I got mixed up in that smoking ear tussle 
and some one crocked me and when I came to 
everybody was getting off the train 
and I thought of course the stop was Claxton. 
Say, I must have been singing, ‘Tweet! 
Tweet!’ when we pulled through there.”’ 

Red backed off toward the door, conscious of 
a burning desire to escape from the presence 
of the lovable old man who was trying so 
hard to make a difficult situation seem easy. 
President Todd followed Red out into the 
hall. 

“‘T’m sure you'll like Claxton,’’ he encour- 
aged; ‘‘it is a splendid college.’’ 

Red dared not trust himself to another word, 
but bowed himself out, more humiliated than he 
had ever been in his life before, not excepting . 
the time when a girl in a Pullman car had re- 
fused to speak to him. 
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Most of the fellows who had been with 
Toodles when Red had gone inside at the invi- 
tation of the Prexie, were still waiting when 
Red came outside again. At sight of them, Red 
almost groaned aloud. Here was another tough 
situation to face. How was he ever going 
to break the news to this gang? They had 
given him a royal reception to their college 

a reception which he had keenly ap- 
preciated. It would be a tremendous let-down 
to tell them, but it would have to be done! 
Pal, sensing that something was wrong, trotted 
up to Red and rubbed against him consol- 
ingly. 

‘‘Hellows,’? addressed Red, gathering the 
courage to speak frankly. ‘‘Don’t think I 
haven’t been grateful for the hospitality you’ve 
shown me. Ihave. I think you’ve got a mighty 
fine spirit here and all that . . . and I 
haven’t a fault to fnmd . . . but I—I’ve 
made a terrible mistake somehow. I took this 
to be Claxton!’’ 

A perceptible gasp went the rounds, followed 
by a murmur of disappointment. Red forced 
a grin. 

‘*J—T guess about all of you can figure how 
that ball-up occurred. I wasn’t onto what was 
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happening for a few minutes and I’m just be- 
ginning to get my bearings now!’’ 

Red descended the steps and reached down 
for his bag which Toodles had set upon the 
sidewalk. 

‘“No, you don’t!’ countered Toodles, grab- 
bing up the bag himself, ‘‘you may be a Clax- 
ton man from now on but you sure fought one 
great battle for Parmalee! I’m seeing you to 
the station!’’ 

‘““Good-by, Red and good luck!’’ ealled 
several of the fellows. 

Red answered the chorus of good-bys, retrac- 
ing his steps toward the depot with genuine 
reluctance. Pal followed along behind, head 
hanging dejectedly. 


Two blocks from the campus, Toodles and 
Red passed along in front of a high green hedge 
which shielded a handsome private residence 
from the street. Red paid no particular atten- 
tion to the scenery for his mind was too occn- 
pied with the mess he had gotten himself in. 
He would not so much as have looked around if 
Toodles had not directed sudden inquiry. 

‘«Say, Red, where’s your dog?’ 

Confound it! Could anything more happen? 
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Red stopped impatiently, glancing about. 

‘‘Must have gone through the hedge. He 
was with us just a second ago.”’ 

Red whistled. He waited, then whistled 
again. 

‘“‘RFunny, Pal doesn’t usually run off like 
that !’’ 

Red walked toward the hedge as Pal’s head 
appeared, eyes dancing excitedly. 

‘‘Come on, boy! Get out of there! We’ve 
got to be moving!’’ 

Pal barked a protest and indicated, in the 
sign language of dogs, that he’d discovered 
something doggone interesting on the other 
side of the hedge. Red strode.over, his temper 
mounting, determined to punish Pal for dis- 
obedience. He reached through the hedge and 
grabbed Pal by the collar but released the dog 
instantly at something he saw beyond. 

‘Wait a second!’’ he called back to Toodles, 
and disappeared from that astonished individ- 
ual’s sight. 

Toodles waited several hundred seconds. 
After that period of time he decided he’d bet- 
ter investigate. He set the bag down and crept 
up to the hedge, peering through. What he 
saw caused him to grin broadly. The fellow 
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who had intended to enter Claxton was engaged 
in earnest conversation with a beautiful blonde- 
haired girl—Tex Roger’s sister—and by the 
look on his face . . .! Toodles withdrew 
his head and sauntered back and sat down upon 
the traveling bag, meditatively. It was not 
long before he was joined by Red’s dog who 
quite obviously was inviting Toodles to come 
over behind the hedge, too. 

‘“‘Nothing stirring!’’ refused Toodles, ‘TI 
know where I’m not wanted. But stick here 
a minute, won’t you? I want to send a mes- 
sage to Red!”’ 

Toodles took an envelope from his pocket, 
tore the back off and scribbled a note on it. 
This he gave to Pal, and Pal—intelligent dog 
that he was—dove through the hedge with it, 
whereupon Toodles picked up the traveling bag 
and trudged happily off. 

‘“‘Keep down, Pal! Keep down!’’ scolded 
Red, as his dog persisted in leaping up between 
Sally and himself. 

‘¢Why he—he’s got a piece of paper in his 
mouth!’’ cried Sally. 

Red took the paper, part of which had be-. 
come torn. He straightened it out and read 
laboriously : 
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Glad you’re going to stay. Have taken 
your bag up to my room. See you later. 
Toodles. 


‘What was it?’’ asked Sally, interestedly, as 
Red’s face colored. 

MEQ 6 1 cece en tO ay Hic Oe CORON. Baa 
Red, crumpling the paper and tossing it away. 
‘“What was it you were starting to tell me about 
your brother and his coming to Parmalee to 
coach“. s 39?’ 


CHAPTER VI 
RED KICKS A FOOTBALL 


‘‘Arrer all,’’ Red reasoned, when he had be. 
come settled at Parmalee as Toodles’ room- 
mate. ‘‘What does it matter which college I 
attend? I’ve promised Dad I wouldn’t play 
football and I’ll have to admit that Parmalee 
is easily the equal of Claxton from an educa- 
tional standpoint.”’ 

There were other reasons why Red actually 
held a preference for Parmalee but he tactfully 
avoided telling himself about them. In making 
his eleventh hour change, the only difficulty he 
had encountered had been the having of his 
trunk forwarded from Claxton. The station 
master in that town seemed to consider it al- 
most a mark of disloyalty to send a trunk ad- 
dressed to Claxton on to Parmalee. The result 
was that Red was forced to exist a week on 
the meager contents of his traveling bag which _ 
had become exceedingly mussed enroute, thanks 


to Pal. 
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One day, several weeks later, Red was cross- 
ing the campus, books under arm, on his way 
from classes. He passed Tiny ‘‘Josh’’ Peters, 
bookworm Freshie, who was living up to his 
name with a vengeance. 

‘‘Hello, Tiny!’’ greeted Red, amused at the 
intentness with which the slender youth pur- 
sued a subject through large shell-rimmed spec- 
tacles, ‘‘look out! There’s a pebble just ahead! 
You’ll fall and lose your place!’’ 

**Oh, shut up!’’ snapped Tiny, glaring at his 
xidder. 

Red moved on, laughing. 

‘<That’s Dad’s idea of what IJ should be,’’ he 
said to himself. ‘‘Well, I’m ‘nearer that than 
I ever was before. Seems like I never go any 
place any more without I’m carrying some 
books along. I’ll sure hand it to President 
Todd for helping me lay out a stiff course to 
tackle. I’m having a tough time holding it for 
downs !’’ 

Just at that moment, soaring high above the 
trees which screened the Parmalee Athletic 
Field from the campus, an oblong object twisted 
and turned, descending upon the campus side 
of the seven-foot fence which surrounded the 
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field and landing with a loud plunk upon the 
sidewalk directly ahead of Red. 

Acting instinctively upon past training, Red 
dropped his books, made a running dive and fell 
on the ball, rolling into the grass with it. He 
got to his feet and stood fondling the pigskin, 
all his old love for the game returning in a 
great wave of feeling. 

Some distance away a girl, emerging from 
one of the buildings, caught sight of a familiar 
looking figure. It occurred to her that he was 
acting peculiarly and she paused to watch. She 
saw him steal a quick glance to either side as 
though to make sure no one was looking, then 
raise his arms out even with his shoulders and 
drop an oblong object toward an upswinging 
right foot. Sally cried out in admiration and 
amazement as the football, pointed toward the 
athletic field, carried far over the trees and dis- 
appeared from sight! 

Out on the field, Coach Rogers and his squad 
of candidates, looked their astonishment as 
they saw the ball sail back, landing on the far 
side of the gridiron from the fence. 

‘‘Say!’’? exclaimed the coach, excitedly, ‘‘the: 
fellow who booted that one, knows how! Go 
get him!’’ 
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Toodles, himself considered a punter of no 
mean ability, needed no urging. He set out for 
the main gate on the run with Louie Nord, team 
quarterback, at his heels. 

Red, picking up his books, with a wistful 
glance over his shoulder toward the field, 
started at the sound of avoice . . . a voice 
he had come to know well . . . belonging 
to some one that he liked better. Before he 
could turn around, fingers plucked command- 
ingly at his sleeve. 

‘‘Come on, Red,’’ urged the voice, ‘‘my 
brother can use a fellow who can boot a foot- 
ball like you did!’’ 

Red looked into Sally’s eyes and found it 
hard to refuse. 

‘‘T—I’m sorry, but I’ve got to spend all my 
time studying.’’ 

He was conscious, as he offered this excuse, 
that it sounded exceedingly flimsy. He could 
feel Sally regarding him shrewdly. 

‘“ All your time?’’ she echoed, ‘‘Oh!’’ 

With a little lift of her chin, Sally started 
away. Red sprang to her side hastily, seized 
her arm and fell into step. 

“THAT is—nearly all my time,’’ he cor- 
rected. 
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Sally, eyes twinkling, led Red gently toward 
the football field. 


Tiny ‘‘Josh’’ Peters came upon a passage in 
his book that he felt needed special concentra- 
tion. He stopped and leaned up against the 
fence of the athletic field, repeating the pas- 
sage over and over out loud. 

Dashing out the main gate and looking hur- 
riedly around in the hopes of discovering the 
unknown kicker, Toodles and Louie Nord spied 
the bookworm Freshie. Sally had escorted Red 
in the opposite direction toward a rear en- 
trance and the two were now out of sight. 

‘““Holy smoke!’’ gasped Toodles, ‘‘it doesn’t 
seem possible . . .!”’ 

‘“Who else could it be?’’ cried Louie. ‘‘We 
got here before anyone could get away! Look 
at him! He’s posing . . . trying to pre- 
tend he doesn’t know anything about it! Boy, 
isn’t that good?’’ 

Toodles and Louie approached the book- 
worm, breaking rudely in upon his concentra- 
tion. 

‘‘All right, Josh, the football field for you!’’ 

‘Double quick, Tiny! Junk that book! The — 
soach is calling!’’ 
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‘Hey! Lay off! Let go my arms! Gimme 
that book! What do you guys mean!’’ 

‘‘Be yourself, Josh. You can’t put anything 
over on us! why didn’t you tell us you could 
play football?’’ 

‘‘Me! Play football? Oh, shades of phos- 
phorus !”’ 

“‘Come on! No swearing! Are you going 
with us peacefully or will we have to knock you 
down and drag you?”’ 

Protesting at every step the unwilling book- 
worm was piloted through the gate and onto 
the field. When the rest of the football squad 
saw whom Toodles and Louie were bringing 
they were scarcely able to credit their vision. 
Coach Tex Rogers stood, hands on hips, look- 
ing down at the little Freshman, unbelievingly. 
Could this midget have been the one who made 
that marvelous punt? It didn’t seem even re- 
motely possible but then, there was bound to 
be an eighth wonder of the world some day. 
The coach tossed the bookworm a ball which 
Josh dodged in frightened fashion. He stood, 
eyeing the coach in utter bewilderment. 

‘Pick up that ball and kick it, you rummy!”’ 
blazed the coach. ‘‘Bust it the way you did a 
minute ago!”’ 
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The bookworm, panic-stricken, made a scram- 
ble for the ball. He recovered it but held the 
pigskin away from him as though afraid it 
would blow up. 

‘““He can do it, coach!’’ assured Toodles. 
‘“‘He just doesn’t want to show us, that’s all.’’ 

‘“Honest,’’ pleaded Josh, adjusting his shell- 
rimmed spectacles. ‘‘If I should be struck by 
lightning the next minute, I couldn’t . . .” 

““Kick that ball!’’ roared the coach, losing 
patience. 

The bookworm eyed the inflated object fear- 
somely. But he was more afraid of the rough- 
looking fellows in football togs who surrounded 
him than he was of the leather oval. He 
raised the pigskin, pulled back his right foot 
and gave a mighty kick. The ball struck the 
ground several yards away and the bookworm 
landed flat on his back. 

‘‘See here, what kind of a joke is this?’’ bel- 
lowed the coach. 

‘““That’s what I’d like to know!’’ groaned 
the bookworm, as Toodles jerked him to his feet 
and dusted him off. 

‘‘Didn’t you kick that football before?’’ 

‘‘No, sir . . . I never had one of the 
blame things in my hands before!”’ 
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The coach snorted his disgust. 

At that moment Sally and Red were sighted, 
erossing the field. The football squad turned 
toward Red wonderingly. Josh, seeing his 
chance, proved that he was a far better runner 
than kicker by racing for the main gate at top 
speed. 

‘“‘Tex, I’d like you to meet Red Wade,’’ 
smiled Sally. ‘‘He didn’t want to come out 
here but I made him. I saw him make that 
kick and'I thought” .« . -.”” 

‘“Red Wade!’’ exclaimed the coach, recol- 
lecting, ‘‘I think I’ve heard of you. Didn’t you 
play half at Center Union High last year?”’ 

Red nodded, embarrassedly. The Parmalee 
team members exchanged pleased glances. 

‘“Well, I’ll be darned!’’ said Toodles, in an 
undertone, ‘‘he didn’t say anything to me about 
ip? 

Then Toodles stole a triumphant look at 
Sally, as much as to say, ‘‘I brought him here 
and you made him stay!”’ 

‘‘Why haven’t you been out for practice?”’ 
demanded Coach Rogers. 

This was a question which Red had been an- 
ticipating but one he would have given any- 
thing not to have been forced to answer. He 
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shifted his eyes nervously. How could he tell 
them that he wasn’t going out for football this 
year and make it sound plausible? He was re- 
solved that no one would know of his promise 
to keep from the sport because of his father’s 
objection. Such an excuse would not meet with 
favor among the fellows anyway. 

‘‘T—I can’t get the time to play this year,’’ 
he said, weakly, ‘‘my studies ape 

Red could feel everyone regarding him in- 
credulously. 

‘*Bunk!’’ branded the coach, ‘‘you haven’t 
any harder course than most of the fellows on 
the squad. Trot over there to the clubhouse 
and climb into a uniform.’’ 

Red shook his head firmly. 

‘“*No, I’m not playing this year, sir.”’ 

Sally laid a hand on Red’s arm, pleadingly. 

‘‘Oh, Red—don’t turn Parmalee down. The 
team needs all the good material it can get. 
We—we’re hoping to beat Claxton this fall!’’ 

Red stiffened. It was hard to hold out 
against such an appeal, especially when his 
fingers twitched to feel the touch of the be- 
loved pigskin and his whole being yearned to 
throw itself back into the game. 

‘sJ_I’m sorry, Sally . . . but I—I’m 
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not playing,’’ reiterated Red, having to force 
the words out. 

Coach Rogers turned away with a contemptu- 
ous shrug of his shoulders, motioning to the 
squad to resume practice. 

Toodles, team captain, lingered to make one 
last appeal. 

‘‘See here, Red, you’re not going to turn us 
down like that! I might have known, the way 
you tossed the boys around on the smoking 
ear, that you could play football. Our back- 
field’s weak as the dickens. I’m the only fel- 
low on the team who can kick to amount to 
anything and my knee’s gone bad. Nobody 
knows it, ’cept the coach, but it doesn’t look 
like I’d be able to do much on the punting end 
this year. That’s why the coach has been so 
crazy to find a new kicker. With you in the 
backfield I’ve got a hunch we’d tear old Clax- 
ton to pieces . . . just like we did on the 
train!’? 

‘‘Toodles,’? said Red, his voice trembling, 
‘‘you don’t know how I’d like to do it 
and the worst of itis . . . I can’t explain. 
But it just isn’t possible for me to play foot- 
ball this year, that’s all.’’ 

Toodles, observing how upset his roommate 
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was, patted Red on the shoulder, sympathet- 
ically. 

‘“‘Well, if you put it that way, there’s no 
arguing, old fellow. But I can tell you right 
now, she’s going to be a hard pill for the boys 
to swallow!’’ 

Toodles trotted off to join the squad. 

Red, greatly broken up, sought out Sally who 
had been holding a little conversation with her 
brother. 

“‘Sally, I hope you don’t think .. .’’ he 
started, but found her suddenly interested in a 
bright red roadster which had turned in at the 
main gate. A trim-looking fellow leaped out 
and hurried across the field toward her. Red, 
a few paces behind Sally, started as he saw who 
the individual was. 

Sally greeted Biff Wheeler with a familiarity 
which, to Red, was extremely irritating. It 
was a few seconds before Biff observed his 
smoking-car opponent standing close by. When 
he did it was only to draw himself up impor- 
tantly and to remark to Sally, with a jerk of 
his head toward Red, ‘‘I see the team has some 
new timber!’ 

Red took a step forward, impulsively, but 
stopped short as he heard Sally’s reply. 
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‘‘Oh, he isn’t playing, this year,’’ she said, 
bitingly. 

Biff took Sally’s arm and led her toward his 
ear after giving Red an elaborate bow. 

Red watched the roadster as it swung around 
and spun out through the gate. Then he bowed 
his head and kicked at the ground disconsolately 
with the toe of his shoe. 


CHAPTER VII 
ON WHICH POPULARITY HANGS 


A Few days before the first game of the sea- 
6on, Red called at Sally’s sorority house. He 
had not seen her to speak to her since the inci- 
dent on the football field and he was eager to 
make things right. The sorority house was one 
and the same with the old residence surrounded 
by the hedge. Red was not likely to forget this 
estate for it had been here that he had encoun- 
tered Sally while on his way to take the train 
for Claxton. 

Red raised the old-fashioned door knocker 
and gave it several resounding raps. His heart 
quickened its beat as he waited. What would 
he say to her? How would she greet him? 
Why should she have treated him the way she 
did just because he had made known his deci- 
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The door opened suddenly and Red found. 
himself confronted with a girl student whom he 


had never seen before. 
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‘¢‘Miss Sally Rogers, please,’’ Red requested, 
shifting his feet, nervously. 

‘“‘Whom shall I say is calling?’’ inquired the 
girl, a bit facetiously. 

CTOs |) ame. hn ae Se. 

“‘Just a moment.’’? The girl’s head disap- 
peared and she hurried back down the hall. 
Red stood, twisting his cap in his hands, the 
seconds seeming hours. Finally he heard the 
girl returning. He whirled about, expectantly. 

‘‘Sally Rogers isn’t in.”’ 

Something in the way she said this made Red 
suspicious. He stared at the girl as though he 
doubted her word. 

“Sorry !’’ she said, and closed the door. 

Red remained on the steps a good five min- 
utes, debating what move he should make, if 
any. It was quite obvious, whether Sally was 
or wasn’t in, that she was certainly not anxious 
to see him. Well, in that case, there was little 
that he could do, except watch his chance and 
approach her on the street sometime when she 
ecouldn’t avoid him. 

Red took to the sidewalk and set out across 
the campus in the direction of the dormitory 
and his room. On the way he passed a group 
of students and prepared to address them cor- 
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dially. But when they saw him approaching 
they purposely directed their attention else- 
where and went by him, unspeaking! Red 
slowed his steps, feeling his face grow hot as 
he strained his ears to catch what might be 
said the moment they thought they were out of 
hearing. 

“Guess that froze him!”’ 

‘He thinks he’s a Parmalee fellow. Bah!’’ 

‘“He’s yellow—that’s what’s the trouble with 
him !’’ 

Red winced as he heard these remarks. So 
that’s what the college was thinking of him! 
Yellow, was he? He’d show ’em! . . . But, 
how? Red was gripped by a feeling of futil- 
ity. His promise not to go out for football 
presented a barrier that he couldn’t get around. 
The promise kept him from making answer to 
insinuating remarks. Red realized, with sink- 
ing heart, that he was powerless to change the 
estimate that fellow students had formed of 
him. His silence in the face of their indifferent 
attitude would only serve to confirm that esti- 
mate. It looked very much as though the 
former halfback from Center Union High was. 
destined to be the most unpopular man on the 
Parmalee campus .. . and all because 
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Red could not control a burning feel- 
ing of resentment toward his father. 

‘“‘He should never have gotten me to make 
such a promise!’’ Red told himself, bitterly. 
“‘Tf he only knew the light he was putting me 
Wi APs ry sa 

Another crushing blow awaited Red as he 
reached his dormitory and passed down the hall 
to his room. The door directly opposite his 
was open and a number of the boys were just 
inside, making merry. One was playing the 
piano and several others thumbed ukuleles. 
Red, his hand on his own door knob, looked 
back over his shoulder longingly. As he did so, 
one of the boys, spying him, reached over and 
kicked the door shut. 

‘“‘That bozo thinks he’s too good to play on 
our team,’’ was the sarcastic quip which came 
out to the already much chagrined youth. 

Red strode across the hall, eyes blazing. 
His first inclination was to throw open the door 
and have it out with the bunch, beat them up 
if necessary. But second thought told him how 
foolhardy this action would be. He might gain 
a little personal satisfaction at their expense 
but it would certainly not win back their favor. 
The only course open to him was to ignore the 
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slight . . . all slights, for that matter. 
This attitude couldn’t last. It was bound to 
wear out if he acted as though it didn’t effect 
him. 

Dejectedly, Red stepped back across the hall 
and opened the door to his room. Inside he 
glimpsed Toodles showing something to Pal 

something which he held in the palm 
of his hand. The dog was sniffing at it apprais- 
ingly. At sight of Red, however, Toodles 
quickly closed his hand and commenced to 
whistle self-consciously. 

‘“Aha!’’ joshed Red, forcing a gay tone of 
voice, ‘‘you weren’t quite quick enough, Too- 
dles, old scout. Open up that mitt and let papa 
see what you’ve got!”’ 

Toodles grinned, backing away. 

‘Go chase yourself !’’ 

Red was on Toodles with the agility of a 
panther. He grasped Toodles’ wrist and pried 
the fingers of the hand loose from the palm, 
revealing a small fraternity pin. Red’s face 
sobered. He studied it a moment, intently. 

“‘The Pi Beta’s pledge, eh?’’ he remarked, 
at last. ‘‘Congratulations, Tood, I knew you’d | 
make it.”’ 

Red slapped Toodles on the shoulder, then 
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turned away quickly and walked to the window 
which looked out over a section of the campus 
and commanded an unobstructed view of the 
football field. He stood some minutes with his 
back to his roommate, fighting to keep from 
breaking down. 'Toodles watched him, hardly 
knowing what to do or say. Finally he crossed 
over and caught Red by the arm, facing him 
about. Red’s eyes were moist. 

‘‘T don’t know how you feel, Toodles,’’ said 
Red, softly. ‘‘But I’d have given my right arm 
to be rushed by the Pi Betas.’’ There was an 
awkward pause, then Red added, brokenly, ‘‘T 
—I guess I’m not wauted. anywhere!”’ 

Toodles, his loyalty for Red unaffected by 
Red’s stand, regarded his roommate sympa- 
thetically. There was no use attempting to 
color facts. He might as well speak right out 
and have it over with. 

‘‘Hang it, Red, nobody can understand why 
you don’t try for the team—you with a great 
prep school football reputation!’ 

There was a challenge in the way Toodles put 
the declaration. Here was a chance for Red 
to speak up, to explain once and for all why 
he had elected not to play football. The right 
words from Red would clear up the wrong im- 
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pressions which had gotten out about him. An 
explanation would help Toodles, too, for he had 
been forced to stand much razzing for being 
the roommate of such a poor Parmalee speci- 
men. 

‘“‘There’s got to be a real reason, Red,’’ in- 
sisted Toodles. ‘‘And you’re doing yourself 
an injustice by not coming clean with it. 
Frankly, I don’t see any reason why you 
couldn’t play if you wanted to. And liking the 
game as you say youdo ... .!’’ 

‘“Oh, for the love of Mike, clear out of here 
and let me alone, will you?’’ fired Red, unable 
to control himself longer. 

Toodles wheeled about obligingly, strode to 
the door, flung it open and stepped out into the 
hall, slamming the door behind him. 

‘¢Hello, Tood!’’ Red heard the fellows across 
the hall shout. ‘‘Come on in!”’ 

‘‘No, thanks,’’ Red’s roommate made reply, 
‘‘T’d headed for the field. May drop in on the 
way back, though. I’ve got a new piece I want 
to play you on my pocket comb!”’ 

Left to himself, Red stared moodily out at — 
the football field. Pal crowded in under his 
master’s arm and made a dumb show of under- 
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standing Red’s feelings. Red patted Pal’s 
head affectionately. 

‘¢You’re the only one who hasn’t gone back 
on me now,”’ he said. ‘‘Stick by me, Pal. I 
don’t know as there’s anything worse than be- 
ing the most unpopular roommate of the most 
popular fellow in Parmalee. This thing’s get- 
ting pretty close to unbearable!’’ 

Red sat, until his room was dipped in length- 
ening shadows, following every movement of 
the Parmalee first and second teams as they 
put up a spirited forty minutes of scrimmage. 
He could make out the bulky Toodles in the 
background, a remarkably fast man considering 
his weight. Toodles, a veteran from last year, 
appeared to be the best ground gainer for the 
varsity. And yet the first team, while it seemed 
fairly strong on defense, did not show much 
offensive power behind the line. Several costly 
fumbles put an end to the few advances that 
the varsity had started and Red could tell, 
from the manner in which Coach Rogers was 
gesticulating, that the first team was not doing 
at all well. The scrimmage ended with neither 
eleven having been able to score. 

As he was about to turn away from the win- 
dow, Red’s eyes strayed to the campus and 
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caught sight of a trim, girlish figure. One 
glimpse was enough. He was out the door in 
a flash, departing so quickly that Pal was left 
behind, a shut-in. Reaching the sidewalk, Red 
cut across the campus until he was within hail- 
ing distance. 

**Oh, Sally!’’ 

The trim, girlish figure halted and looked 
around. Red came up on the run and seized 
her hand, cordially. She answered his greet- 
ing pleasantly but without warmth. 

‘<Say, where have you been keeping yourself? 
I’ve called at the house several times. Don’t 
ever seem to find you in any more!’’ 

‘That so?’ Sally replied, trying to withdraw 
her hand, ‘‘I—I’ve been very busy.’’ 

Red felt that the last remark was sharply 
pointed. He kept his hold of her hand and 
leaned toward her, earnestly. 

‘Listen, Sally, what have I done?’’ 

Red’s heart was pounding wildly. He didn’t 
care what the whole college thought, just so he 
knew that Sally understood. But she mustn’t 
have the wrong opinion of him .. . she 
must appreciate why he wasn’t playing foot- 
ball . . .! Sally looked up at Red, a hurt 
expression on her face. 


106 ONE MINUTE TO PLAY 


‘¢You’ve done nothing, Red—absolutely noth- 
ing—for Parmalee!’’ 

The words were spoken softly, regretfully, 
as though they would never have been uttered 
had they not been forced from her lips. But 
however softly expressed, the words cut Red 
as no words had ever cut him before. Sally 
withdrew her hand slowly and stood a moment, 
quite obviously giving Red an opportunity to 
defend himself. When Red, quite overcome, 
did not make reply at once, she stepped to one 
side, indicating to him that she wished to pass 
on, unmolested. Red let her go since he could 
think of no satisfying answer to her branding 
statement. He had done nothing for Parmalee 
as yet . . . and, until he could offer to do 
something . . . it was no use babbling ex- 
cuses. 

On turning back toward his room, Red was 
stopped by a messenger boy who dismounted 
from his bicycle and came over, carrying a 
large bouquet of flowers. 

‘*Say, boss, kin you tell me where to find dis 
place?’’ he asked, bluntly, holding up the tag 
for Red’s inspection. 

Red looked down at the tag disinterestedly. 
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As he saw the name written on it his eyes 
widened. The card read: 


Miss Sally Rogers, 
Ki Kipa Sorority House, 
Parmalee College. 


Red turned the card over. On the other side 
was written: 


‘“‘Until this evening .. . Biff’’ 


‘‘T didn’t ask yer to read it!’’ snapped the 
boy, ‘‘I kin do dat meself. What I wants to 
know is where de skirt lives!’ 

Red dropped the tag self-consciously. He 
turned and pointed off the campus. 

‘“You’re two blocks out of the way, buddy. 
That sorority house is straight down that 
street . . . there’s a big hedge around it.’’ 

‘‘You sure?’’ asked the messenger, incredu: 
lously. 

‘“Positive!’’ said Red. 


CHAPTER VIII 
A TELL-TALE NEWSPAPER 


Tur next few weeks were an agonizing ex- 
perience for a certain young fellow in Parmalee 
who could play football but wouldn’t. Every- 
where that this young fellow went he was 
either shunned or made to feel that he was not 
wanted. The result was that little was seen of 
him except as he journeyed back and forth from 
his room to classes. 

Despite the generally condemning attitude of 
the student body, Red had not permitted any- 
thing to interfere with his studies. He had 
gone at his subjects all the more doggedly, hop- 
ing that steadfast attention to them would aid 
him in forgetting the stigma which had been 
placed upon him and which, contrary to his 
hopeful expectation, did not seem to be wearing 
off. At the end of the first six weeks period 
Red was rewarded for his efforts by a creditable 
list of grades. This he sent home to his father 
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without comment but received plenty of com- 
ment in reply. 

‘“My boy,’’ wrote the overjoyed John Wade, 
‘‘those standings you sent me are wonderful! 
I knew you could do it if you only made up 
your mind to!’’ 

Red dropped the letter in the waste basket, 
biting his lips as he did so. 

Mr. Wade wrote another letter that Red 
knew nothing about which took twenty years 
off the shoulders of President Todd. The let- 
ter complimented the head of Parmalee College 
for the marks that the son had attained and 
went on to state that the offer of $100,000 to 
the institution had not been forgotten. In fact 
the gift of this amount was now being arranged 
and the $100,000 would probably be forth- 
coming around Thanksgiving time. When 
President Todd showed this letter to the direc- 
tors they put aside the dignity of their years 
and did a dance of their own origination in the 
solemn atmosphere of the study. 

One afternoon, when Red was leaving a class, 
he was surprised to be accosted by Tiny ‘‘ Josh’’ 
Peters. The bookworm Freshie fairly beamed. 
upon Red as he inquired whether Red was in a 
hurry. 
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‘‘Not particularly,’’ said Red. ‘‘What’s the 
matter ?’’ 

‘< Just thought I’d walk over toward the dorm 
with you,’’ answered the bookworm, pushing 
his shell-rims further up on his nose. 

‘“‘Well, I can’t think of any objection right 
off,’? replied Red, ‘‘if you can make my 
stride!’’ 

Josh grinned and fell into step, striving to 
match his short legs with Red’s longer ones. 
They marched along together for perhaps half 
a block, neither one volunteering a remark. 
Students who passed stopped to stare and Red 
became conscious that the bookworm and he 
must make a funny-looking pair. 

‘*T—I think it’s rotten the way everybody’s 
running you down,’’ spoke the bookworm sud- 
denly. 

Red gave Josh a quick sidewise glance. 

““Yeah??’ 

““The idea of black-balling a fellow just be- 
cause he refuses to play football! The minute 
I heard about it, it made me furious!”’ 

It: did?” 

“‘Oh, yes. I’ve stuck up for you all along. 
Why, do you know, they even tried to force me 
to play?’’ 
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‘‘No!’’ exclaimed Red, effecting to be much 
horrified. 

‘Absolutely barbarious! They dragged me 
right off the campus . . . took me out on 
the field and made me show them how far I 
could kick the ball! It was disgusting!’’ 

‘‘“What—the way you kicked the ball?’’ 

Noel. Sie ook 56 cneod a eRe ager 
Oh, I think it’s atrocious! The idea of full 
grown young men indulging in such a blood- 
thirsty pastime! One might as well go back to 
the days of the Spanish Inquisition!”’ 

‘“‘Then, am I to understand, you don’t like 
football?’’ 

‘“‘T abhor it!) That’s why I have so much ad- 
miration for anyone who stands out against it 
as you do!’’ 

‘‘Hmmm!’’ Red stopped beside a large, metal 
receiver which had been placed on the campus 
for the depositing of papers and other bits of 
trash. He noted that the can was almost empty. 
‘““Would you oblige me by standing perfectly 
still a moment? I want to make a little experi- 
ment!’’ 

‘¢Why—why, certainly !’’ 

The bookworm stopped, wonderingly, as Red 
faced him and looked intently into his eyes. 
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“‘T just want to see,’’ said Red, placing hands 
to each side of the bookworm’s head, ‘‘ whether 
there’s enough rubbish here to make a full 
house!”’ 

And before his innocent victim could detect 
what was coming, Red had lifted him from the 
ground by his head and dropped him, feet first, 
into the receiver. For good measure he 
crammed the bookworm in and shoved down 
the top. Then he brushed his hands together 
briskly with the air of one who had completed 
a good job, and moved off toward the dormitory 
in the best spirits he had enjoyed for several 
weeks. 

The astonished and much ‘aggrieved book- 
worm did not venture forth from the trash bin 
until the figure of the man who had refused to 
play football had vanished from sight. When 
he finally did creep out he slunk off, muttering 
to himself, ‘‘No wonder everybody’s steering 
clear of that guy. He’s crazy!’’ 


It is quite likely that, if the Parmalee foot- 
ball team had cast off its jinx by winning the 
first game of the season instead of losing, the 
attitude of the student body toward Red would 
have been dismissed. Parmalee supporters 
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were sick and tired of having their athletic 
teams run over roughshod by practically all op- 
position. It was high time the old order was 
changing. High hopes had been entertained 
for this year with Coach Rogers at the helm. 
But what could Coach Rogers do toward put- 
ting Parmalee on the triumphant side of the 
ledger when all of the available football talent 
wouldn’t come out for the team? What kind of 
a Parmalee man was a fellow who, knowing 
the great need of the eleven for him, turned a 
deaf ear to all pleas? The opening game had 
been lost to Alden by the score of 13 to 7. It 
was easy for statisticians, going over Parma- 
lee’s scoring opportunities, to prove that—with 
a player of Red’s vaunted ability added to the. 
backfield—Parmalee would have counted at 
least two more touchdowns. Poor Toodles, 
Parmalee’s old dependable ground-gainer, had 
been so over-worked that his usefulness had been 
impaired long before the game was finished. 
Toodles couldn’t do it all. He needed another 
good running mate. Besides, Toodles wasn’t 
much in the open field. His effectiveness was 
largely in the gains he made on plunges through 
the line. What a crime that Parmalee, said to 
possess one of the best defensive teams in 
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years, should be so weak on offense! It was 
disheartening for Parmalee’s linemen to hold 
the enemy to a low score and yet see that score 
a sufficient one to win because Parmalee lacked 
a real threat in her backfield. 

‘“‘Red Wade’s the boy to do it!’’ said a 
Parmalee rooter, with growing conviction, ‘‘I’ve 
never seen him play but a friend of mine has, 
who lives near Center. He wrote me when he 
learned that Red was attending the same col- 
lege I was. Wait a second—maybe I’ve got 
that letter on me!”’ 

The Parmalee rooter went through his 
pockets hurriedly. A crowd of interested stu- 
dents gathered around. 

‘*Yep, here it is! Juasten to this, gang!’’ 
The Parmalee rooter then launched into the let- 
ter, ‘‘ ‘Dear Herb: I suppose by this time that 
Parmalee’s all excited about the red-head, as 
we call him, for I saw a little squib in the 
Center paper that he is attending school there. 
Say, isn’t he the sweetest football player you 
ever laid your peepers on? J used to go to town 
every Saturday that Center was playing at 
home, just to see him in action. Center 
wouldn’t have had much of a team with him out 
of the line-up . . . but with Red im—well, 
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there wasn’t any stopping ’em! He’s a whole 
team in himself, isn’t he? Has he cut loose 
for any of those dazzling open field runs yet? 
And have you lamped him get away any of 
those forty yard passes? As for punting— 
hot puppies, how that kid can punt! I’ll tell 
you, Herb, if Parmalee wasn’t so far from 
Center I’d be mighty tempted to travel down 
there week-ends, just to see Red tie those col- 
lege teams up into fancy bow knots. 'What’s 
supposed to be your biggest game of the sea- 
son? MaybelI could makeitforthat . . .’”’ 

The Parmalee man, addressed as Herb, 
folded the letter and stuffed it back in the enve- 
lope. 

‘““That’s what Carl Yates has to say, fellows! 
Nothing very complimentary, is it? . . 
Oh, no! . . . And don’t you get a laugh 
out of this . . .?’’? Herb quoted a line from 
the letter, ‘‘ ‘has he cut loose for any of those 
dazzling open field runs yet?’ Has he? Huh! 
About the only running he’s done has been for 
cover. I heard to-day he was taking a domestic 
science course. Don’t know how true it is but 
there’s one thing sure—he’s cooking our goose : 
along with his by not giving Parmalee the bene- 
fit of his football ability. Say, gang 
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why should we, as loyal Parmalee men, let Red 
get away with it? lLet’s organize the whole 
student body and march over to his dorm and 
demand that Red give his services to the 
team !’’ 

Sometimes an idea, uttered in a heated mo- 
ment, takes fire. This idea not only took fire, 
it started a conflagration of feeling which, 
spread by human sparks throughout the col- 
lege, soon had a great throng of students march- 
ing across the campus. 

It was early evening and Red was doing some 
tedious work on a history notebook when his 
attention was suddenly called to a shuffling of 
feet on the sidewalk below and the sound of 
footsteps coming up the dormitory stairs on 
the run. 

‘*What’s up?’’ he asked of Toodles, who was 
stretched out on the bed, reading a copy of the 
college paper. 

‘‘Aw, some bunch out for a good time,”’ 
mumbled Toodles, paying little heed, ‘‘maybe 
the Sophs are out, rounding up some bad little 
Freshies. Better watch your onions!’ 

Red grinned and went to the window, lean- 
ing out to peer below into the gathering dusk. 

‘‘Why—why the campus is—is black with 
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people!’’ he exclaimed. ‘‘They’re all staring 
up this way. Here, Tood—look!”’ 

‘‘Hey?’’ cried Toodles, flinging aside the 
paper and bounding to his feet. ‘‘If you’re 
spoofing me, young man, I’ll crown you!’’ 

Toodles stuck his head out and gazed below. 

**Good night!’’ he said, face sobering. 

“Yea, Toodles!’’ cried the voice of some one 
who had sighted him. 

‘“<They’re after you!’’ said Red, as a thunder- 
ous knock sounded on the door. 

“‘Jiminy whiz!’’ groaned Toodles, making a 
dive for under the bed, ‘‘I’m not in. That was 
you they saw at the window. That’s your 
story and you stick to it! I went down to the 
postoffice to mail a letter and you’re not ex- 
pecting me back!’’ 

‘““We want Red!’’ came a great, roaring 
shout from outside. 

With lightning speed Red reached the door 
and slipped the bolt. 

‘<Get out from under that bed, Tood! I’m 
the guy who went to the postoffice!”’ 

Toodles slid out and sat up on the floor. 

‘“‘Open that door!’’? commanded a harsh.. 
sounding voice in the hall. 

The roommates eyed each other awesomely. 
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‘¢Wh-what would they want with me?’’ asked 
Red, running nervous fingers through his hair. 

‘“‘Gosh, I don’t know,’’ admitted Toodles, 
frankly, ‘‘unless it’s to—to tar and feather 
you or ride you on a rail or something !”’ 

“But I. . .!’? Red glanced about the 
room wildly, seeking some means of escape. 

‘‘Open that door or she comes off the 
hinges !’’ 

Toodles got to his feet. 

‘What is it you guys want?”’ 

‘“We want Red!’’ 

‘‘He’s gone to the postoffice!’’ 

“‘So’s your Uncle Bill! Are you going to 
open that door or aren’t you?’’ 

Toodles turned toward Red, helplessly. 

‘“What’ll I do?’’ 

Red, facing the door determinedly, gestured 
for Toodles to slip the bolt. The door swung 
open revealing the hall packed with Parmalee 
fellows. 

‘‘All right, Red! Step lively!’’ 

Toodles intervened. 

““See here, gang, no rough stuff now!’ 

‘“Who said anything about rough stuff?”’ 

‘‘Stop holding up this parade. We came 
after Red and we’re going to get him!”’ 
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Red was grabbed up, jostled from the room, 
and passed down the stairs by Parmalee men 
who stood single file clear to the street. There 
he was elevated to the height of student shoul- 
ders so that all might see him. Toodles, who 
had followed, stood, powerless to help. In the 
crowd he spotted Sally. Working his way over 
to her side, Toodles asked, anxiously: ‘‘What 
are they going to do?”’ 

Sally shook her head. 

“‘T don’t know. One of the girls rushed into 
our sorority house and said they were going to 
‘get Red’ . . . whatever that means .. . 
and I just came along to—to see what it was all 
about. My, I don’t believe I’ve ever seen a 
bigger crowd on the campus!’’ 

Toodles looked around. 

‘“Lot of townspeople here, too!’’ he observed. 
‘“Whoever’s behind this has sure spread the 
news !’’ 

‘T_T just hope they don’t hurt him,’’ said 
Sally, ‘‘I’m afraid Red’s not very well liked 

and a mob’s likely to follow its lead- 
ers!”? 

‘“‘Red Wade!’’ boomed the voice of a spokes-. 
man. ‘‘We, the entire student body of Parma- 
lee College, as loyal supporters of our football 
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team, have come to ask that you, who should 
be loyal to Parmalee, report at once to Coach 
Rogers! 

‘‘Parmalee men give freely to Parmalee of 
their talents. And we feel that we have a right 
to request that you, as a Parmalee man, give 
of your football talent to Parmalee at a time 
when such talent is so sorely needed. 

‘‘Tt is with no desire to flatter you that we 
appeal to you in this manner, but merely to 
show our regard for our college and our team 
and to impress you, if we can, with the real 
spirit of old Parmalee!’’ 

The speaker’s voice carried genuine feeling. 
Red had never experienced anything like this 
in his life; neither had the historic confines of 
Parmalee. The demonstration was unique in 
itself and powerfully gripping in the orderli- 
ness and solemnity of its execution. 

“‘Come on, Red!’’ roared the crowd, ‘‘for old 
Parmalee!’’ 

Red’s chin dropped to his chest. Unbidden 
tears came to his eyes and streaked down his 
cheeks. Here was a testimonial and an appeal 
he could not turn down .. . no, not fora 
hundred promises! To think of a student body 
so solidly behind a team that it would turn out 
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enmasse for the purpose of recruiting one man 
whom the student body felt would be of aid to 
the eleven! Spirit? Unquenchable! Even 
though Parmalee had been crushed time and 
again it had never lost faith in its teams. It 
was building again with hope in its heart and 
asked only that every Parmalee man be loyal, 
which meant the giving of everything he had 
to give to his college. Red raised his head and 
gazed out over the throng of questioning faces. 

‘‘All right,’’ he said, chokingly, ‘‘I’ll report 
—to-morrow!’’ 

The cheer that went up at this announcement 
indicated, among other things, how quickly a 
decidedly unpopular youth could be restored 
to popularity. 

Red was congratulated and hailed as a good 
fellow on all sides. It was half an hour before 
the campus was quiet again. And then, all who 
remained were Toodles and .. . and 
Sally! 

‘‘Oh, Red, I’m so glad!’’ beamed Sally. 

“‘T’ve wanted to play all along,’’ confessed 
Red, nudging Toodles and giving him the sign 
to ‘‘beat it!’’ 

‘“‘But you just wanted to be teased, is that 
it?’’ kidded Toodles, instantly regretting this 


122 ONE MINUTE TO PLAY 


remark as he saw the hurt look which came into 
Red’s eyes. ‘‘Well, I’ve got to be getting back 
to my sewing,’’ he added. ‘‘Don’t keep Red 
out too late, Sally! Remember, he’s in train- 
ing for the team from now on!”’ 


During their little walk around the winding 
paths of the delightful old campus, Red con- 
fided to Sally the promise that he had given 
his father. 

‘‘T know I’ve spent too much time on ath- 
letics in the past,’’ said Red, ‘‘and I wouldn’t 
blame Dad for his attitude if he hadn’t always 
been against sports in general. But he had a 
hard time of it when he was a boy and doesn’t 
have much use for play of any kind.’’ 

‘“What do you suppose he’s going to say 
when he finds out that you’ve broken your 
promise?’’ asked Sally, sympathetically. 

‘‘T don’t intend for him to know,’’ Red an- 
swered, frankly. ‘‘He’ll be tickled stiff as long 
as I send good marks home to him. I’ve got to 
keep on doing that!’ 

‘‘Red,’’ said Sally, softly, ‘‘I feel like I owe 
you an apology. You’ve been placed in a 
mighty hard position and it hasn’t been made 
any easier by your meeting the demand of your 
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college. This only goes to prove that no one 
should ever condemn another until they know 
the actual circumstances!’’ 


The next afternoon a large crowd of specta- 
tors came out to Parmalee field to see the new 
candidate for the team in action. Coach Rogers 
put Red in at left half on the scrubs and en- 
joined the second string players to come to life 
and give the varsity a real battle. The scrubs 
obliged. On the first play from formation after 
receiving the kick-off, Red was given the ball. 
He tore around right end, straight-armed two 
varsity tacklers, dodged a third and zig-zagged 
down the field for a fifty-five yard run before 
being drowned. 

‘““Yea, Red! Yea! Yea! Yea!l’’ cried the 
onlookers, overjoyed. 

Encouraged by the initial performance of 
this addition to their ranks, the scrubs charged 
down the field and pushed the varsity back over 
its goal line for a touchdown. 

‘‘What’s the matter with you, varsity?’’ 
raved Coach Rogers. ‘‘Where’s your fight? 
Get that touchdown back!”’ 

Parmalee residents, in commenting on the 
practice game afterwards, said it was the hot- 
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test scrimmage they had seen in years. The 
residents also had plenty to say about a red- 
headed youth who, his first night out, ran rings 
around the varsity . . . reeling off one 
sweeping gain after another . . . his offen- 
sive work carrying the formerly spineless 
scrubs to a startling victory over the regulars, 
three touchdowns to one! How Coach Rogers 
did lay out the varsity! But, secretly, he was 
the happiest man on earth. This Red Wade 
wasn’t any false alarm. He was a human cy- 
clone! And he’d done more than weeks of coax- 
ing and driving had done toward putting the 
players on their mettle—keying them up to the 
right playing pitch. 

Parmalee defeated Teneo SU the dole 
lowing Saturday, 34 to 13, with Red occupying 
a stellar rdle. He worked in the backfield at 
half with Toodles. ‘Punk’ Williams played 
fullback but Red dropped back and did the kick- 
ing when punts were called for. Parmalee, 
quite naturally, went wild over the victory and 
did harmlessly insane things by way of celebra- 
tion. The play of the Parmalee defense and 
offense was so much improved that it was hard 
to imagine the eleven as comprised of the same 
men. KRed’s presence had seemed to rejuve- 
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nate the team and to give it the confidence and - 
incentive which had heretofore been lacking. 

‘‘Guess Claxton won’t be jarred when they 
hear of this!’’ grinned Toodles after the con- 
test. ‘‘Biff and his outfit only trimmed Thomp- 
son last week by seven points! From now on, 
boys, I predict sleepless nights for the rest of 
the teams on our schedule!’ 

The triumph over Thompson ‘‘U”’ did cause 
Parmalee’s future opponents to open their eyes 
and regard the college with wonder and respect. 
What had happened at Parmalee over night? 
Who was this Red Wade fellow who had piled 
up that staggering total of yards gained off 
scrimmage? Apparently he could pass and 
kick as well as run. Better send some one to 
look this boy over. Wouldn’t do to have him 
touch off his fireworks against them! 

As Saturday followed Saturday, Red’s trail 
of victims grew. Teams, unable to check him, 
feverishly devised special defenses, all to no 
avail. Red laughed at their elaborate efforts 
and ripped off longer gains than ever. In the 
Parmalee-Belwin clash he scored three touch- 
downs in the first four minutes of play; the first . 
from kick-off; the second after catching a punt; 
and the third on a play from formation, carry- 
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ing the ball through the entire Belwin field for 
a seventy yard run! Coach Rogers, fully ap- 
preciating Red’s great ability as an open field 
runner, had wisely worked out a marvelous in- 
terference to be of every possible aid to him. 

And so it came to the contest with Edgewater, 
just a game before the long anticipated battle 
with Claxton! 

‘‘Hidgewater is quite apt to test our strength 
to the utmost,’’ warned Coach Rogers, ‘‘they 
have one of the best teams in this section of 
the country. All Claxton is going to be watch- 
ing the outcome and gauging us by what hap- 
pens. Go in there, team, and give Claxton 
something to think about!’’ 

Parmalee did. 

That night Toodles burst into his room, fol- 
lowed by a bunch of delirious students, bent on 
having a rousing time. Red, sitting at the 
table, had been trying to write a brief letter 
home but had not been able to get beyond ad- 
dressing and stamping the envelope. He laid 
his pen down in dismay as Toodles approached, 
waving half a dozen copies of the Parmalee 
Blare, just off the press, which contained glow- 
ing accounts of the game. 

‘‘Look at there, Red! You’re in the head- 
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lines as usual! Oh, boy—what smashing type 
they use to tell about a smashing player!’’ 

Toodles dangled the paper in front of Red, 
as Pal entertained the roomful of visitors by 
going through his tricks. 


PARMALEE 20 
EDGEWATER 0 
RED WADE AGAIN RUNS WILD; 
NO STOPPING GREAT PARMALEE HALF 
Never, not even within the memory of 
the oldest grad, did an eleven representing 
the alma mater ever turn in a more thrill- 
ing or sensational victory than the triumph 
which Parmalee gained to-day over the 
peerless Edgewater team. And never, in 
this season of Parmalees jinx smashing, 
did Red Wade ever show to better ad- 
vantage. Our phenomenal halfback tore 
through Edgewater’s 
(Continued on Page 5) 


‘“Want to read the rest of it?’ teased 
Toodles, making a move as if to turn to the 
page indicated. 

“‘TDon’t bother,’’ said Red, flushing embar- 
rassedly, ‘‘I wish you guys would clear out of 
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here and let me alone. I want to get a letter 
off to Dad.’’ 

Toodles looked down at the envelope. 

‘What the use of writing him about it?’’ he 
cried, thrusting out a paper. ‘‘Send one of 
these home. Let him read the unbiased ac- 
count !’’ 

Red shook his head, smiling. 

‘‘No thanks, Tood. I never send papers 
home about myself.’’ 

Tocdles stared at Red, unbelievingly. 

‘“Aw, go on!’’ 

WiKact."* 

A student stuck his head in the door. 

‘‘Mister Red Wade wanted on the tele- 
phone!’’ he announced in sugar sweet tones. 
“‘Young lady calling!’ 

Red arose, starting for the hall. 

‘‘Ha, ha, Red! Give her my love!’’ 

‘““Why don’t you get a private wire? The 
idea of talking to a young lady in the hall!’’ 

‘Congratulations, dear! I was thrilled to 
death watching you trot up and down the field 
this afternoon!”’ 

Red turned at the door and made an aping 
face at his guyers. 

As soon as Red had gone, Toodles sauntered 
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over to the table and picked up the stamped, 
addressed envelope, gazing at it consideringly. 
Then he took out his penknife and slit the edge 
of the envelope so as to make a wrapper of it. 

‘‘There, I guess that will hold His Modesty 
for awhile,’’ said Toodles, as he rolled a copy 
of the college paper up in the improvised wrap- 
per, ‘‘Red’s Dad’ll be the proudest papa in 
seven states when he finds out what a great 
football player he has raised!’ 

Toodles gave the paper over to one of the 
students with the instructions for him to run 
right down and mail it in the box by the door. 
The instructions were carried out amid much 
merriment. 

‘‘Well, well, here’s our football Romeo re- 
turned!’’ kidded Toodles as Red stepped in 
from the hall, grinning broadly. ‘‘What did 
she say? Tell us all about it. We'll keep it 
confidential !’’ 

‘*You fellows go eat a codfish!”’ 

‘“‘No, thanks . . . ate mine yesterday.’’ 

‘“‘Hey, who’s been monkeying with my writ- 
ing paper? Where’s that envelope I had all 
addressed . . .?’? Hed turned toward 
Toodles accusingly. Toodles backed toward 
the door with a guilty expression. 
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‘‘See here, Tood—what did you . . .?”’ 

‘“‘He mailed it!’’ informed one of the bunch, 
“so that your Dad. 7 2 7.° 

Red’s face paled. 

‘“‘No kidding, Tood . . . you didn’t do 
that?’’ 

Toodles nodded, mischievously, then made a 
wild break for the door to escape a stream of 
books which came flying at him. 

Outside in the hall, Red’s roommate rubbed 
a smarting place on the back of his head where 
a volume of ‘‘ Modern Psychology’’ had landed, 
and moaned aloud to laughing fellow students. 

‘‘Can you beat that! I do that bird a favor 
—and he tries to murder me!”’ 

But inside, Red—leaning heavily against the 
table—stared unseeingly out the window. Of 
course Toodles had only mailed the paper as a 
prank and he didn’t know. . . . Well, the 
thing was done now. . . . Time alone would 
tell the consequences! 


CHAPTER IX 
SALLY HAS SOMETHING TO SAY 


THe final week before the big game with 
Claxton was one of hectic preparation, almost 
unbearable suspense, and football workouts be- 
hind closed gates. Parmalee’s excitement was 
increased by the fact that, for the first time in 
years, the college was conceded an even chance 
to win. For many seasons Parmalee had been 
interested only in how low a score the much- 
feared Claxton could be held to. This year 
Parmalee figuratively kept her hat on and her 
head high. She would bow to Claxton only 
when Claxton made her bow, if Claxton could. 
And this, in the face of the most powerful 
eleven Claxton had ever developed! No less 
an authority than Jud Morrow, veteran Clax- 
ton coach, had so contended. 

‘In the fifteen years I have been at Claxton 
I have never looked upon a better balanced, 
better-all-around team,’’ said the coach in a 
newspaper interview, ‘‘Claxton has played 
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through the stiffest of college schedules, down 
to the final game with Parmalee, and has only 
been scored on twice. She has won every game 
with comparative ease, her second and third 
teams playing the greater part of the time. 
We are willing to grant Parmalee’s vast im- 
provement over other years but can hardly see 
anything but the same result. Claxton will 
win and will prove to the country that she is 
the leading eleven!’’ 

Rather a confident statement, taken all in 
all, yet one which Coach Morrow felt was justi- 
fied by the facts. Claxton had evidently re- 
fused to be disturbed by Parmalee’s surprising 
defeat of the strong Edgewater team. 

‘‘Let ’em rave!’’ said Toodles, when he saw 
Coach Morrow’s declaration. ‘‘They’ve got 
so in the habit of trimming us that they’ve got 
to have it knocked out of ’em. Just you hang 
around for ten minutes after that game’s 
started and see what our little red meteor has 
done to Biff Wheeler and Company. Red is so 
fond of Biff, anyway. Say, Red’ll have that 
Claxton team chased purple before the first 
half’s anywhere near over! They’ll have about 
as much chance catching him as you’d have 
grabbing onto soap bubbles !”’ 
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Every Parmalee team member had unlimited 
faith in the ability of their Freshman halfback. 
They had seen Red come through, time after 
time, in the same dauntless fashion. ‘‘Give it to 
Red!’’ had been the slogan when Parmalee had 
needed yards, and Red had gotten the required 
distance, usually considerably more. When 
Parmalee met Claxton the team was placing 
reliance on the red-head to accomplish what 
Parmalee had not accomplished since 
who could remember? Without Red, Parma- 
lee was just a good football team. With Red, 
Parmalee was a dashing, fighting eleven. This 
was the difference between Parmalee of to-day 
and the Parmalee of other days—the differ- 
ence of a head of hair! 

As if by magic optimistic word went out to 
old grads that it would be well worth their 
while to return for the Claxton battle this sea- 
son. Students felt certain that Parmalee, even 
if forced to accept another loss, would give a 
great account of herself. Claxton would know 
they had been in a football game. And, if the 
much hoped for should happen, who, among all 
the grads, would have missed the event? On | 
the strength of the good reports, the evening 
before the big clash saw more familiar faces of 
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years gone by than had ever been congregated 
upon the old campus at any other home- 
coming. 

Students, as proof of their belief in Parma- 
lee’s chances to overthrow Claxton’s ruling 
supremacy, busied themselves gathering mate- 
rial for a mammoth bonfire. On a portion of 
the field, not far from the fence enclosing the 
gridiron, three long poles—lashed together at 
one end—were raised to form a hollow pyra- 
mid. Into this pyramid-shaped area boxes, old 
lumber, gates and all things inflammable that 
the boys could lay hands on were piled. The 
field was appropriately decorated with ban- 
ners, several of which read: 


LOOK OUT, CLAXTON! THIS IS 
PARMALEE YEAR! 
WEH’LL DO TO YOU AS YOU’VE 
DONE TO US 
ONLY WEH’LL DO A WHOLE LOT MORE! 
IT WAS A LONG LANE BUT WEH’VE 
TURNED IT—GOOD-BY, CLAXTON! 


Even Toodles, team captain, could not resist 
the joy of helping Parmalee prepare for what 
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would be her greatest celebration of all time— 
if she won. As he was passing down a side 
street several blocks from the field, he espied 
a nice-looking barrel filled with trash, stand- 
ing in the alley. Toodles was not interested in 
the trash but the barrel looked too good to pass 
up as a contribution to Parmalee’s growing 
pyramid. Toodles dumped the trash out with 
a jangle which caused him to glance warily at 
the residence for fear the man of the house 
might come dashing forth and complicate other- 
wise simple matters. Unhappily the barrel was 
too large for a plump youth like Toodles to 
carry, so he rolled it ahead of him by well 
directed kicks. This progress continued until 
Toodles came to a hill. How to get down this 
was a question. He couldn’t just let the bar- 
rel go of its own free will as it might run into 
some one and cause trouble. Neither did he 
like the idea of walking ahead of the barrel 
and slowing its descent. Ah! Here was a 
hunch! Why not slip the barrel over his head 
and carry it in this fashion? The barrel looked 
fairly clean inside. He could see where he was 
going by gazing through the bung hole. Be- 
sides, it would be a riot for the students when 
he turned up like this! Toodles suited the ac- 
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tion to the thought. He made a funny spec- 
tacle just as he had figured. But it was more 
difficult getting along inside the barrel than he 
had imagined. The top rim of the barrel 
bumped against his shins; he was forced to 
take short steps and . . . great horse 
chestnuts! . . . if he should trip and fall 
on his way down the hill! No telling where 
he’d end up! But Toodles was game. Once 
he’d started out he would stick to it. 

At the bottom of the hill there was a ravine 
which could be crossed by a narrow plank. 
This ravine afforded a short cut to the field by 
a block and a half. 

‘“‘Boy, I’m getting along. great!’’ said 
Toodles, swinging about to view the plank. 
‘‘All I wish is that this board was stretched 
across over Niagara Falls. I just feel like 
stunting to-day !’’ 

It was rapidly growing dusk. There was a 
cooling twinge to the air. The western sky re- 
flected the dimming splendor of a setting sun, 
presaging a clear day for the morrow. On the 
little path running along the side of the ravine 
which rounded the hill and led straight into 
Parmalee park, stood a fellow and a girl. The 
fellow’s hair might have caught the last rays 
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of the sun’sred glow . . . andheldit. He 
bent his head toward an adorable pair of lips 
which he had er... a <7. Kissed 


one time by mistake! But here was a kiss 
which was to be no accident : 

‘Oh, Red—look! Am J seeing things? That 
barrel!’’ 

Reluctantly Red dropped his arm from about 
Sally’s waist and stared in the direction that 
she pointed. What he saw caused him to gasp 
in amazement. A barrel, with no visible means 
of locomotion, was starting to cross the plank 
over the ravine! 

“‘Tf you’re seeing things, then I’m seeing 
them, too!’’ said Red, putting a hand to his 
eyes. ‘‘Come on, let’s investigate!’’ 

The couple approached the plank cautiously. 
Red stationed Sally near a large tree. 

‘‘You stay there,’’ he suggested, ‘‘I’m going 
out and Pe 

Before Red could finish, the barrel—which 
had developed decidedly unsteady tendencies, 
suddenly swayed to one side, lost balance com- 
pletely and toppled into the ravine—a drop of 
about fifteen feet. 

Striking with a crash, the barrel burst into 
pieces, scattering staves for some distance 
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about and revealing, for the first time, its 
human motive force. Red, the mystery thus 
solved, leaped quickly back behind the tree, 
pulling Sally out of sight. Choking shrieks of 
laughter, they watched the fallen Toodles as he 
surveyed the wreckage surrounding him. Ap- 
parently Toodles had not been hurt. He got to 
his feet and looked guiltily about, grinning, 
much relieved, as he thought himself alone. 

‘“‘T wouldn’t have had anybody see that for a 
million and two dollars!’’ mumbled Toodles. 
“‘Gosh, I’m glad I wasn’t over Niagara!’’ 

Then, in a most businesslike manner, he 
knelt, and gathering an armload of the staves, 
staggered loyally up the incline with them and 
moved off toward the field. 

By the time Toodles had disappeared from 
view, dusk had fallen, but the beaming face of 
the moon had begun to push itself above the 
horizon. 

‘“What a wonderful evening this is!’’ said a 
certain young man to a certain young lady as 
they resumed their stroll along the path to- 
ward the park, arm in arm. 

“‘Aren’t you just the tiniest bit nervous?’’ 
asked the young lady. 

‘“‘Nervous? . . . Why, no—there’s 
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nothing about this evening to make a per- 
ee Sia Aled ea 

‘<The game to-morrow, silly !’’ 

“Oh . . . I-—I’d forgotten that!’ 

**Red!”’ 

‘Sure, that’s the orders—straight from 
headquarters—your brother. Last thing he 
told the team was to ‘forget it.’ You’re mak- 
ing that easy!’’ 

‘*But—but—don’t you even think about the 
game enough to—to wonder whether you’re go- 
ing to win?”’ 

Sally’s voice had a tremulous, anxious note 
in it. Red squeezed her hand reassuringly. 

‘*Say, you’re certainly keyed up, aren’t you? 
Wouldn’t hurt to take some of your brother’s 
advice yourself! Plenty of time to get excited 
when the game’s on.’’ 

‘Oh, Red,’’ cried Sally, seizing his arm ap- 
pealingly. ‘‘It’s because I know how much 
the winning of the game means to Tex. I— 
I’ve got a wonderful brother, if I do say it. 
He’s sacrificed more than folks will ever real- 
ize to come to Parmalee and coach this team. 
Last year he didn’t meet with much success. 
This year the team he’s turned out has been 
good enough to attract the attention of the big 


140 ONE MINUTE TO PLAY 


colleges. But Tex says his coaching will 
largely stand or fall, in the estimation of the 
ones who count, by the outcome of the game 
with Claxton. So, you see, there’s a double 
reason why I want Parmalee to win to- 
morrow!’’ 

Red nodded his head, gravely. 

‘Your brother would like to land a contract 
as coach of a big university?’’ 

‘‘That’s been his ambition,’’ said Sally, 
‘Sever since father .. .’’ 

Red tilted Sally’s chin gently, looking into 
her eyes. 

“‘T think I understand,’’ he interrupted. 
‘‘Believe me, I’ll sure see what J can do to- 
ward making things come out right. And if we 
Wilh se est? 

Sally permitted him to take her in his arms. 

‘‘Win, lose or draw—I’ll be waiting for you, 
Red,’’ she answered. 

It was then that he took a kiss intended for 
him and the only mistake he made this time 
was in not taking another while he had the 
chance. 

Sally slipped shyly from his arms, starting 
back on the path. 

“‘Aw, please!’’? teased Red, following her. 
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‘*Worget it!’’? mocked Sally, ‘‘until after the 
game!’ 


Half an hour later an exceedingly happy 
young man climbed the dormitory stairs to his 
floor and went whistling down the hall. He was 
turning in early as all good football men 
should. Opening the door to his room softly, 
with the idea of surprising Pal who was usually 
snoozing with one eye half open at that time 
of night, Red’s heart skipped beats at what he 
saw. Pacing up and down the room, as though 
in a state of great agitation, was the figure of 
his father! In his hands he carried a wrinkled 
copy of the Parmalee Blare. Recovering from 
his shock, Red started to close the door again 
and make his escape. But Pal was too quick 
for him. The dog was onto his master in a 
bound. And John Wade, whirling about at the 
sound, cried out angrily, ‘‘Son, come here!’’ 

Red stepped into the room with the full con- 
sciousness that he was in for a bitter scene. 


CHAPTER X 
BETWEEN FATHER AND SON 


JoHn Wane had never been so upwrought in 
his life. A man of exacting nature, easily riled, 
this latest offense of a son he had regarded as 
unruly, had excited him to fury. If there was 
one thing that John Wade had been noted for 
in the small community of Center, it had been 
his unflagging and painstaking honesty. 
‘You'll always find old Wade a man of his 
word,”’ the neighbors had remarked, time on 
time. The neighbors also said things about his 
being a man who never altered his own convic- 
tions, right or wrong, but these things were not 
spoken of so loudly. Why should they incur 
John Wade’s wrath? John Wade was a good 
man and a good friend, so long as he was not 
crossed. Let him hold onto his own opinions if 
they pleased him . . . they would speak only 
of admirable traits within his hearing. It wasa 
known fact that John Wade took great pride in 
his reputation for absolute, unflinching integrity. 
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And now, this man and father was facing 
the evidence of dishonesty and deceit in his 
son! 

‘So that’s the way you’ve kept your prom- 
ise!’’ he greeted, thrusting out the college 
paper containing the tell-tale item. ‘‘After my 
placing trust in you—telling folks you weren’t 
playing football! You never meant to keep 
that promise when you made it!’’ 

‘Ves, 1. did, Dad + *?* “pleaded Red. 
*“You don’t know how I tried . . .!”’ 

The elder Wade laughed harshly. 

‘“‘Tried? Does one have to try to keep a 
promise that is made in good faith? If there is 
one thing I value above all else, son, it’s down- 
right honesty! And you’ve taken advantage 
of me, wilfully set out to deceive me, disgraced 
the name of Wade!”’ 

‘‘T_T’m sorry.’’ Red bowed his head, 
deeply hurt. He had broken his promise. He 
couldn’t deny that. And he hadn’t let his 
father know for he had feared just such oppo- 
sition as this. Red raised his head, appealingly, 
‘But after to-morrow’s game, [’ll on 

‘‘Ho!’’ blazed the senior Wade, ‘‘there’s not 
going to be any to-morrow’s game for you! | 
Get that out of your head right now. So you 
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think you’ve gone so far that I can’t stop you, 
eh? Well, I’ll show you a thing or two yet, 
young man!’’ 

Red walked to the window and looked out. — 
On the campus were swarms of students, still 
making merry; carrying flares, marching in 
lockstep, singing songs and shouting. As a 
group passed the dormitory housing Parma- 
lee’s sensational halfback, there were loud 
cheers. 


Yea, Red! Yea! Yea! Yea! 
Run ’em ragged! 
Run ’em ragged! 
Run ’em ragged! 


Red turned back to his father, his voice 
broken with emotion. 

‘‘Dad, just look out there! You don’t know 
what it means. Everyone’s counting on me! 
I’ve got to play!’’ 

The elder Wade’s eyes narrowed, and his 
lips pinched together in a determined straight 
line. 

‘*You’re not going to play! That’s final! 
I’m going to see President Todd and have you 
removed at once!”’ 
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The irate father crumpled the college paper, 
flung it to the floor and strode from the room. 
Red stood, listening to the footsteps as they 
marched down the hall, tramped heavily down 
the stairs and reached the sidewalk outside. 
Pal, seeming to realize that the wadded paper 
had somehow caused the trouble, pounced upon 
it and began tearing it to shreds. 

“So, Dad’s taking my case to the Prexy!’’ 
mused Red. ‘‘Well, there’s no reason why the 
Prexy shouldn’t hear my side of it, too!”’ 

With that he grabbed up his cap and dashed 
from the room. 


President Todd had gone to his study to a.- 
tend to some special work, lingering longer 
than usual because he did not wish the work to 
be hanging over until the morrow when he 
would want to devote his entire time to the 
many old grads and visitors. To-morrow 
gave promise of being one of the most glorious 
days in all Parmalee history and President 
Todd’s kindly face had taken on a quiet glow 
of happiness at the prospect. At last all things 
were turning out for good. The struggle had 
been years long but the reward of these years . 
of service was now in sight. The whole coun: 
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try was talking of Parmalee’s exploits on the 
football field. A winning team had done much 
to revive interest in the institution, much more 
so than President Todd had imagined. The 
eleven, and especially the remarkable feats of 
one Red Wade, had kept the name of the college 
in the headlines of sporting pages for weeks. 
Such publicity had certainly not been ad- 
verse. And, conscientious as President Todd 
had been about the amount of emphasis which 
he thought should be placed on athletics as re- 
lated to studies, he actually could not see where 
this added concentration upon football had in- 
terfered with the regular curriculum. He 
hummed softly to himself, strains of the college 
song, as he put his desk in order and prepared 
to leave for the night. 

A shadow suddenly appeared on the wall 
opposite. Startled, President Todd raised his 
head and looked toward the door. He saw 
what at first appeared to be the grim figure of 
a middle-aged man. As the figure advanced 
a step into the room so that the light fell upon 
the face, President Todd exclaimed in pleased 
surprise. 

‘‘Why—why, John Wade! I’m wonderfully 
glad to see you!”’ 
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He came forward beamingly, holding out his 
hand. John Wade grasped it, a trifle grudg- 
ingly. 

‘How are you, Lin?’’ 

There was a moment of strangely embar- 
rassed silence as the two men stood regarding 
one another. President Todd, in an effort to 
relieve the situation, added cordially, ‘‘Came 
down for the game, I suppose? Your boy’s 
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He got no further. John Wade figuratively 
hit the ceiling. He threw up his hands with a 
roar of dissension. 

‘No, I didn’t come here to see any football 
game! I came here to stop my boy from play- 
ing. He gave me his promise that he wouldn’t 
and he’s broken it!’’ 

President Todd’s face sobered. 

‘‘But why should you have the boy make such 
a promise, John? What harm is there in the 
game?’ 

‘‘Tt’s a roughneck sport for one thing! Be- 
sides, all he’s been good for all his life is 
athletics. Took him six years to go through 
high school. If he’d been tending to busi- 
ness . sae 

‘‘Red’s been getting excellent marks at Par- 
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malee. You’ve written me about them your- 
sella. Cea 

“Weller . . . that may be true : 
but it won’t last. The boy’s bright all right, 
when he wants to be! Pretty slick, too! He 
dug in and got good marks and sent ’em to 
me . . . and didn’t let me know about his 
playing till some time after. Figured 
I wouldn’t object when I knew how he 
was standing in his studies. But I’m a 
stickler for principle, Lin, you know that! 
And I’m not going to have a boy of mine 
making a promise he doesn’t intend to 
keep!’ 

Outside, behind the half-opened door of the 
study, a much concerned youth hesitated, un- 
decided as to whether he should make his pres- 
ence known or remain from sight. 

‘“‘1’m sorry, John,’’ the youth heard his 
Prexy say, ‘‘but I have no just grounds for 
stopping Red. He is up in his studies and has 
worked hard for the honor of playing to- 
morrow.’’ 

‘‘Good old Prexy!’’ whispered Red warming 
instantly to President Todd’s stand in his be- 
half. 


The fine old eyes, gentle but indomitable, 
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looked steadily into John Wade’s stormy ones. 

‘“You see, John,’’ urged his boyhood chum, 
““i¢ wouldn’t be fair to Red—or to Parmalee 
College.’ 

John Wade’s jaws tightened. He never ac- 
knowledged defeat. If Red could not be pre- 
vented from playing one way, he could another. 
It was a weapon that the man who placed in- 
tegrity above all else, disliked using. But the 
situation forced it on him. 

‘“Very well then! If you would rather per- 
mit my boy to play to-morrow than to receive 
my endowment for Parmalee, go ahead!’’ 

‘“Hindowment?’’ gasped Red. ‘‘Gee, that’s 
news to me!’’ 

Interestedly he watched the reaction of his 
father’s last thrust at the Prexy. Was it his 
imagination or did the kindly face actually 
pale? 

‘You are, of course, privileged to do what 
you like with your money,’’ answered Presi- 
dent Todd, his white head held proudly erect. 

“Think it over!’’ advised John Wade, im- 
pressively. ‘‘A hundred thousand endowment 
doesn’t come to Parmalee every day.’’ He 
started toward the door with a gesture of 
finality, but wheeled to add, warningly, ‘‘Re- 
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member, if my son plays to-morrow .. .!” 

‘“‘Perhaps you’d better come to the game,’’ 
suggested President Todd, dryly, ‘‘and see for 
yourself whether he plays or not.’’ 

John Wade stood in the doorway, consider- 
ing. What did President Todd mean by that? 
Was he joking or was that just another way of 
saying that he had agreed to comply with his 
request and have Red kept from the game? 
Jove! Sounded mighty like his threat had 
worked! John Wade’s belligerent attitude 
changed to one of reserved conciliation. 

‘‘That’s a good idea!’’ he decided, mruch to 
the president’s surprise, ‘‘I’ve never seen a 
game of football in my life . . . but the 
only way I can be sure the. boy doesn’t take 
part is to go. Lin, you’re showing uncommon 
good sense about this . . . and I appre- 
ciate it. Good night! See you to-morrow!”’ 

Red slipped behind the door as his father 
passed. He peered through the slit between 
the door and the casing, watching the Prexy 
intently. He saw the lovable old man stare be- 
wilderedly after his father for a moment and 
then heard him murmur to himself, ‘‘I wonder 
what John thought I meant??? The Prexy 
turned sadly and walked over to gaze rever- 
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ently up at the large painting of the college. 
His shoulders sagged, the proud head drooped 
wearily, and he lifted a trembling hand to his 
eyes. 

Red, profoundly affected, stepped from be- 
hind the door and entered the study. He 
crossed the room quietly and touched the Prexy 
lightly upon the shoulder. 


CHAPTER XI 
FOR THE COLLEGE 


Presivent Topp, totally unaware that anyone 
else was near, faced about, making a brave 
show of bracing the sagged shoulders and 
blinking his eyes to conceal the moisture which 
had gathered in them. It was most embarrass- 
ing to have betrayed his feelings within the 
boy’s sight. 

Red, coming directly to the point, asked the 
Prexy, sympathetically, ‘‘Does that endowment 
Dad promised mean a great deal to Parma- 
lee?’’ 

For a long moment the president did not 
reply. He stood, leaning up against the man- 
telpiece, rubbing a nervous hand over his fore- 
head. The strain was beginning to tell heavily 
upon President Todd. He finally dropped into 
a chair and sank his face in his hands. His 
voice was scarcely audible as he said, more to 
himself than for anyone to hear, ‘‘Yes—it 
means everything!’’ 
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Red looked down at the Prexy, thoughtfully. 

‘A hundred thousand as against a football 
game,’’ he figured. ‘‘Which would do Parmalee 
the most good?’’ There wasn’t any question. 
He didn’t have to know the exact financial cir- 
cumstances of the college. The fact that Presi- 
dent Todd had revealed a pressing need was 
enough. This placed the proposition squarely 
up to him. He could play in to-morrow’s game 
and satisfy his own desires and please the stu- 
dent body . . . and deprive Parmalee Col- 
lege of a large endowment—a sum of money 
which, if it meant ‘‘everything’’—would prac- 
tically save the institution. He had already 
broken a promise to his father, a promise which 
he had sincerely intended to keep. Now, would 
Bere) 3938 

President Todd, gaining control of his feel- 
ings, arose and came around to Red, putting a 
hand on Red’s shoulder. 

‘‘Please don’t let this matter worry you,’’ 
he said, forcing a smile. ‘‘Everything will 
work out all right. It always has. I’ve just 
been over-tired of late, I guess. You need all 
your stamina and pep for to-morrow’s game. 
Looks like we at last have a good chance of 
beating Claxton, doesn’t it?’’ The kindly eyes, 


154 ONE MINUTE TO PLAY 


twinkled. ‘‘I was almost beginning to think I 
might not live toseeit. . . . Well, it’s time 
you were turning in and getting a good night’s 
rest, my boy.’’ 

‘“‘But—but President Todd!’’ faltered Red, 
‘‘T_-T don’t want to . . . It’s mighty fine 
of you to stand up forme .. . and to be 
willing to make this sacrifice Just because my 
Dadinc operon NOLS ticket. ease 

‘‘Your father was not himself to-night,’’ 
soothed President Todd. ‘‘I’ve seen him have 
those spells when we were boys together. He’ll 
get over it and perhaps then .. .”’’ 

Red shook his head, despairingly. 

‘“‘He won’t change his mind . . . noton 
this! There’s too much at stake from his stand- 
point. If I play to-morrow you’ll never 
poten: 24 Sale 

President Todd seized both of Red’s arms 
and addressed him with great earnestness. 

‘‘You’re going to play, Red . . . you’re 
going to play—for Parmalee—and for me!’’ 

Red looked down at the Prexy and saw, in 
him, a pathetic little care-worn figure who had 
given the best years of his life in unselfish serv- 
ice, and who, even now, was placing his sense 
of justice above any thought of the institution’s 
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future. Here was a sort of rare courage. Red 
wondered how much the students-at-large actu- 
ally appreciated the Prexy’s deep regard for 
them. He backed gently away from the presi- 
dent, toward the door. 


Two hours later, Toodles Hungerford, cap- 
tain of the Parmalee football team, pounded 
on the door of the private residence where 
Coach Rogers roomed. 

‘<Sorry to get you up,’’ he said, to the sleepy 
individual who answered the summons, ‘‘but 
I’ve got to see the coach right away. Tell him 
Toodles is out here, will you? Very impor- 
tant!’ 

The individual addressed stared dumbly 
about. 

‘““Poodles?’’ said the man, thickly, ‘‘I don’t 
see any poodles!’ 

‘““Toodles!’’ exclaimed the football captain, 
in disgust. ‘‘Do I look like a dog?”’ 

‘Oh, excuse me, sir! Excuse me!’’ The 
sleepy head disappeared and a pair of carpet 
slippers treaded down the hall. In five minutes 
the youth sitting on the porch steps, jumped to 
his feet as Coach Rogers, in shirt and trousers, 
came to the door. 
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- ‘*What’s the matter?’’ snapped the football 
mentor, a bit impatiently. 

“It’s Red!’’ cried Toodles, ‘‘he’s not turned 
in yet and I can’t find any trace of him any- 
where!’’ 

‘What time is it??? The coach shivered in 
the cool fall air. 

‘<Almost one,’’ informed Toodles. ‘‘I hated 
to bother you, but . . .’’ 

‘Wait till I get my sweater and shoes, will 
you?’’ 

The coach vanished inside. Toodles paced 
up and down across the front lawn until he re- 
turned. 

‘Where have you been?’’ asked the coach. 

“At the gym, the fraternity eee all over 
the campus, downtown. 

“Hmmm! Sounds lke ae covered the 
ground pretty thoroughly. When did you see 
Red last?’ 

‘‘He left the house right after dinner 
think he was going to see ...a 
er < « your: sister (”’ 

Gacen Rogers shook his head. 

““That’s out. I took Sally home from the 
rally after nine. She said Red had gone to 
his room then. He wouldn’t show up on the 
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campus with her . . . wanted to stay out 
of the excitement.’’ 

“‘Gee, so he went back to his room, eh? 
Well, I got in a little after ten and there wasn’t 
any sign of him. Funny thing, though—there 
was one of the college papers, all torn up, on 
the floor. The one that had the account of the 
Edgewater game. Guess Red’s dog did the 
tearing but what gets me is—I thought I’d sent 
all those papers awgy. I remember I was two 
shy and . . . well, maybe that doesn’t 
mean anything!’’ 

‘“‘Huh!’’ grunted Coach Rogers. ‘‘Looks 
like he must have met with anaccident. . . .’’ 

“Or else . . .!’’? Toodles’ eyes widened. 
‘‘Claxton! They’re the birds who’ve done it! 
Biff Wheeler! He’s never really gotten over 
that trimming Red gave him on the smoking 
Urs eh nd pesmes =. 16 SS Bast 
Red’s paying attention to Sally . . .! Yes, 
sir, Coach. I’ll bet you that’s what’s hap- 
pened. Biff’s had Red kinaped so’s he could 
be the whole show to-morrow .. . and 
Claxton’d be pretty sure of winning!’’ 

‘‘You’re crazy! Claxton wouldn’t dare pull 
a stunt like that!’ 

‘“‘They wouldn’t, hey? Say, listen 
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Coach Rogers held up a restraining hand. 

‘‘Pipe down, you’ll wake the whole block! 
Let’s go back to your room. Maybe Red’s 
shown up by this time. If he hasn’t, you go to 
bed and let me worry this thing out. I don’t 
have to play to-morrow. Meanwhile, don’t you 
open your head to a soul that Red is missing. 
If something should happen that he didn’t turn 
mpifor the; eame eres)? 

‘Oh, sweet vinegar!’’ swore Toodles, using 
one of his pet expressions, ‘‘he’s got 
i ae eg Wi 

‘‘Well, in case he doesn’t,’’ insisted the 
coach, ‘‘I’m making provision right now 

the news has got to be kept from the 
rest of the team till the last possible minute!’ 

Toodles eyed Coach Rogers soberly. 

“‘T get you,’’ he said, as they moved off down 
the deserted street together. ‘‘Boy, some- 
body’s going to pay dear for this! If it is Clax- 
COLT aan Ker eee 

Toodles doubled his fists, frenziedly. 


In Barlow, a little town eleven miles from 
Parmalee, at fifteen minutes after midnight, a 
ear pulled up outside the only hotel, a small 
two-story structure. The driver jumped out 
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and opened the rear door to help his fare out 
with the large traveling bag which he carried. 

‘“‘Say—that bag is lots lighter than it looks!’’ 
grinned the chauffeur, as it lifted up easily. 
‘“Don’t feel like you got a thing in it!”’ 

The young man addressed made no reply, 
but reached in his pocket, tossed the driver a 
bill, seized his bag and entered the hotel. A 
half-awake night clerk watched the young man 
sign the name of ‘‘Reed Wood”’ on the ledger 
and directed him up the stairs to the last room 
on the right. 


CHAPTER XII 
A CERTAIN PLAYER IS MISSED 


A coon, clear day arrived in Parmalee in ac- 
cordance with weather bureau prophecy, just 
to prove that strange things still do happen. 
It was a day which, regardless of official baro- 
metric temperatures, would undoubtedly rise 
above the hundred mark in the shade of human 
pulses. That things were going to be hot was 
early evidenced by the invasion of two thou- 
sand rabid rooters from Claxton, led by a band 
and small army of cheer leaders. This alone 
was indication to Parmalee that Claxton was 
taking her team seriously this year. In former 
contests, held at Parmalee, Claxton had been 
so certain of victory that few of her followers 
had ever been interested enough to witness the 
slaughter. Not that Claxton didn’t exult in 
Parmalee’s being soundly drubbed. But, it 
must be admitted from a spectator viewpoint, 
that seeing Parmalee’s nose rubbed in the dirt 
year after year, had rather paled. 
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“*Tt’s like seeing a circus,’’? one Claxtonite 
had explained. ‘‘When you’ve seen one you’ve 
seen ’em all.’’ 

This year, however, while Claxton still held 
supreme confidence in her team, the possibility 
of Parmalee’s offering an extra added attrac- 
tion or two in the way of stronger resistance, 
made the journey to the rival college town seem 
worthwhile. 

Supporters of Parmalee, on the strength of 
their team’s startling season’s record, had also 
considered the trip back to witness the annual 
clash with Claxton as a fairly safe investment. 
The only return they asked on said investment 
was plenty of red-blooded action. This they 
felt reasonably sure of getting. The higher 
stake of victory? Well—they’d cheer for that! 

At one-thirty, just half an hour before game 
time, the grandstand was packed with wildly 
enthusiastic rooters of both colleges. Parma- 
lee field had never presented so colorful a spec- 
tacle, its many pennants and streamers of Blue 
and White contrasting sharply with the Black 
and Gold of Claxton. 

Sally Rogers thrilled as she sat near the cen- 
ter of the field in the Parmalee section, several | 
rows up from the bottom tier and just behind 
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President Todd. The suspense was terrific and 
yet, with it all, there persisted the feeling that 
Parmalee to-day would come through. There 
was a certain young man on the Parmalee team 
in whom Sally had unbounded faith. Red 
hadn’t said right out that Parmalee would win, 
but he had said that he’d do all he could toward 
bringing victory. Wasn’t that enough? Foot- 
ball players were inclined to be superstitious. 
They never liked to predict a result too defi- 
nitely. Sally fidgeted nervously, waiting for 
the rival elevens to burst upon the field. What 
was the matter? It was very close to playing 
time! There seemed to be some delay. . . . 

In the Parmalee locker room an anxious Par- 
malee team sat, dressed for: battle, anxiously 
shuffling their feet and pulling at their togs, 
muttering and wondering. Their coach had 
not as yet put in his appearance .. . and, 
neither had their star halfback! 

‘Where the deuce is Red?’’ stormed Louie 
Nord for the seventh time, jumping worriedly 
to his feet. ‘‘Come clean, Toodles! Some- 
thing’s happened! Spill it!’’ 

The chubby team captain bent over, making 
a pretense of tucking in a shoe lace. 

“‘T told you I don’t know!’’ he answered, 
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raspingly, ‘‘for cat’s sake—let up on me, will 
you!’’ 

Jeff Randall, right end, turned to old Jim, 
the trainer. 

‘“Somebody must know something! How 
about you, Poker Face?’’ 

““Ain’t seen the coach or Red to-day,’’ an- 
swered old Jim, truthfully. 

*“Yea, Parmalee! Yea! Yea! Yea!’ 
boomed the stands, impatiently. 

The players glanced at the locker room clock. 
Five minutes to two! They should be out on 
the field, warming up. Nord, quarterback, 
started for the door. 

‘““We can’t wait any longer, going! I’m going 
out and see what’s up!”’ 

As he started out the door, Toodles grabbed 
him. 

‘See here, Louie, don’t go off your nut! 
I told you fellahs the coach said for you to stick 
here till he came, didn’t I? What do you care 
if it’s time for the game? The coach is run- 
ning this team. He’ll look out for that!’’ 

The quarterback went back to his seat on the 
bench, glowerir;. At that moment Coach 
Rogers stepped in. The players leaped to their . 
feet with relief, at his appearance. 
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‘‘Howdy, coach!”’ 

‘“Where’ave you been?’’ 

““Where’s Red?’’ 

That was the all-important question. Where 
was Red? Coach Roger’s face looked drawn 
and haggard. There were weary circles under 
his eyes, his face was unshaven, his clothes 
were disheveled . . . but his eyes flashed, 
bitterly. 

‘‘Men,’’ he announced, in a voice that cracked 
like a pistol shot. ‘‘Red’s out of the game! 
He’s disappeared completely . . . left no 
trace . . . wWwe’ve searched everywhere for 
him!’’ 

A deep, sobbing gasp escaped dry, throb- 
bing throats. Eyes widened with the instant 
realization of what Red’s loss would mean. A 
panic-stricken expression swept like a wave 
over every face. 

‘“Redl™. 97 (s “Disappearsd!: 22-0 G2 7 On 
of the game!’’ 

Yea, Claxton, Yea! 

Glumly the Parmalee team listened to the 
tremendous reception that Claxton gave to her 
mighty eleven as it took the field. It was no 
use. They were beaten right now . . in 
for their annual licking. They couldn’t poet 
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to stand up against Claxton with Red out of 
the line-up. Hadn’t they lost the only game 
of the season when Red hadn’t played? That 
game before Red had joined the team ! 

Coach Rogers waited until the Claxton cheers 
had died away, then fired his broadside. 

‘It’s Claxton, men, that’ll have to answer 
for this! I’ve just come from a talk with Clax- 
ton authorities. They’ve conducted an investi- 
gation at my request, and they absolutely deny 
Bt ef ok”? 

Coach Rogers needed to go no further. The 
mere suggestion that Red had met with foul 
play at Claxton hands caused backbones to 
stiffen and jaws to snap. Why, certainly! 
There was not the least doubt of it! Claxton 
feared Red . . . feared him more than all 
the rest of the Parmalee team! And well they 
might have, too, in view of Red’s great per- 
formances. So, that was the kind of a sport 
Claxton was! 

‘“‘Come on, gang!’’ cried Louie, grabbing up 
his head gear. ‘‘We’ll show that bunch! We’ll 
give ’em the fight of a lifetime!’’ 

‘‘They will take our Red, eh?’’ boomed Punk 
Williams fullback, ‘‘will we show ’em? We’ll . 
darn near kill ’em!’’ 
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“‘That’s the spirit!’’ encouraged Coach 
Rogers. ‘‘Go in there and fight! Prove to 
Claxton this isn’t a one man team! Remem- 
ber, wherever Red is, he’s pulling for you to 
win!’’ 

The Parmalee team left the locker room on 
the run. At seven minutes after two a wonder- 
ing Parmalee section arose en masse to greet a 
grim-faced bunch of football warriors who came 
leaping over the ropes at one end of the field 
and dashed out on the gridiron, raring to go! 

It was only a moment before the absence of 
a certain played was noted. The famous num- 
ber ‘‘77’? was not in Parmalee’s line-up! 

‘““Where’s Red?’’ wailed the stands. 

The Parmalee players, looking up, nodded 
their heads toward Claxton for answer. Clax- 
ton made hot retort. A great murmur of specu- 
lative comment passed over the stands. 

“It’s a ruse of Coach Rogers,’’ guessed a 
Claxton rooter, ‘‘he’s keeping Red out of the 
game untillater . . . kidding his team into 
believing that we kidnapped the little boy 

just to make his players bite nails. 
That sort of stuff has been pulled before!’’ 

‘‘How do you get that way!’’ raved a Parma- 

lee fan, within hearing. ‘‘You folks were 
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seared stiff of Red and you know it! As like 
i i rs 

But a mighty cheer drowned out what gave 
promise of developing into a scorching debate. 

There was one individual in Parmalee who 
surmised why Red had disappeared but who 
had no knowledge of where Red had gone. That 
individual was President Todd. When ap- 
proached confidentially by Coach Rogers, ear- 
lier in the day, President Todd had seen to 
it that every effort was put forth to locate Red 
but he had not considered it advisable to dis- 
close the reason for Red’s vanishing. It would 
not be good publicity for Parmalee if the news 
of that institution’s straitened financial condi- 
tion were broadcasted. Especially, at a time 
like this! 

Biff Wheeler, as Claxton completed a brief 
signal practice, trotted over to the Parmalee 
stands and, unmindful of the taunts from 
aroused Parmalee rooters, sought out Sally. 

‘How about seeing you after the game?”’ he 
asked. 

Sally shook her head. 

‘“‘Not this time, Biff.’’ 

The Claxton captain raised his eyebrows in. 
surprise. 
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‘‘What’s the matter? Another date?”’ 

Sally nodded, worriedly. Biff eyed her 
shrewdly. 

‘‘With Red, I suppose? Say, what’s the low 
down on that guy? He’s not starting, I notice. 
And most of Parmalee seems to think . . .’’ 

It was Sally’s turn to size up Biff. 

SS Wrelleml: cong 22 

‘‘Aw, say! I wish he was playing myself! 
Tf it’s on the level that he’s missing, it wouldn’t 
surprise me if he’d just dug out. We were all 
set for that baby . . . and it would have 
been a crime for him not to have shown up good 
to-day 9.050512 

Sally drew herself up, reservedly. Biff, 
realizing too late that he had said a little bit 
too much, now sensed that he was about to meet 
his first Parmalee defeat. 

“Then I—I’m not going to see you after the 
game?’’ he asked, in a penitent tone. ‘‘I’d 
planned dinner at the Wayside Inn and 

99 
‘*No, thank you, Biff,’’ declined Sally, con- 
scious that Parmalee rooters were staring at 
her curiously. 

The captain of the Claxton team left the 
Parmalee cheering section with the vow that 
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he wou.d avenge this turn down on the field of 
battle. 


In a small, dingy hotel room, eleven miles 
distant, a red-headed young man paced rest- 
lessly up and down . . . up and down. 

The day clerk, listening to the footsteps over- 
head, inquired of the ledger to determine the 
name and residence of the individual who was 
so obviously nervous. 

““Reed Wood!’’ he exclaimed, ‘‘what a funny 
name! Looks phoney to me! I’ll bet that 
guy’s either murdered somebody or pulled a 
big hold-up. Got in late last night, too! Won- 
der if I should call the police? He’ll have that 
room carpet worn to rags pretty soon!’’ 

Red, unable to stand the strain longer, 
grabbed up his traveling bag and started down 
the hall to the stairs. 

‘<The game should be just starting now,’’ he 
told himself. ‘‘It’s too late for me to play or 
for anyone to find me but it’s not too late for 
me to see part of the game from my room win- 
dow. It ought to be easy to sneak up there 
while the game’s on. There won’t be a soul in 
the house!’’ . 

At the desk Red dropped his traveling bag, 
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paid his bill and asked an extremely nervous 
clerk to get a taxi for him and to get it quick! 

‘“‘Yes, sir, Mister Wood!’’ said the clerk, 
giving an awesome glance at the young man’s 
sinewy build. ‘‘I’ll have a taxi here in no 
time!’’ 

‘“‘That’s not soon enough!’’ Red replied, kid- 
dingly, and wondered why the clerk plied the 
receiver so vigorously. ‘‘Besides my name’s 
MOL. Wood (S* Sa “Tomeang =. tee 

earn $d 

‘‘Bray’s taxi service! This is the hotel! 
<. . Lgot-ra bandit here=<" “57 eieisay, 
ioc « theresa tare Ge? 

‘Hey, what’s this?’’? demanded Red. 

“‘My mistake!’’ mumbled the clerk, ‘‘ where 
do you want to go, sir?’’ 

““Out of town!’’ roared Red, ‘‘for Pete’s 
sake, I could have been where I’m going almost 
by now!’’ 

The clerk communicated the necessary infor- 
mation dazedly. His suspicions had been con- 
firmed. This was a bad man of the worst sort. 
Most bad men were young fellows nowadays. 
Chances are he had a gun on each hip and a 
couple more in that traveling bag. How was 
he going to call help? There was no one else 
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in the lobby. If he should pick up the telephone 
again . . . what would happen? He might 
be shot dead where he stood. No, he’d better 
wait until the desperado had left the hotel be- 
fore he spread the alarm. Just look how nerv- 
ous the fellow was! He kept glancing at his 
watch every other minute! Heaven pity the 
poor unsuspecting taxi driver with a fare like 
this! 

At sound of the approaching taxi, Red picked 
up his bag and raced out-of-doors, catching the 
taxi on the run and calling to the driver, 
‘““Parmalee College! Step on the gas, brother, 
and I[’ll pay you double!’’ 

Two minutes after the taxi had roared from 
sight, a hysterical clerk tried desperately to 
get central. 


‘‘Are you ready, Claxton?’’ shouted the ref- 
eree, as the two teams lined up for play, with 
Parmalee kicking off. 

Biff Wheeler, Claxton captain, raised his 
arm. 

‘‘Are you ready, Parmalee?”’ 

Toodles glanced up and down his line of 
raging Parmalee tigers, fairly clawing the air 
in their desire to get at Claxton. 
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‘*You tell ’em!’’ he yelled, giving an answer- 
ing signal. 

The referee’s whistle shrilled. 

And the big game was on! 


CHAPTER XIII 
JOHN WADE GETS SOME POINTERS 


Wirs the field a tremendous babble of sound, 
a Swinging toe came in contact with leather and 
sent the pigskin spinning far into Claxton terri- 
tory where Biff Wheeler gathered it in and 
started the long journey back in a vicious, dodg- 
ing run. Jeff Randall, Parmalee right end, 
broke through and dropped the Claxton captain 
on his forty-one yard line after Biff had reeled 
off twenty-seven, dazzling yards. Claxton 
howled its delight. 

‘“‘Thought this Parmalee bunch were tough 
this year!’’ razzed a Claxon rooter. ‘‘Looks 
like the same soft stuff to me!’’ 

Claxton swung into action from formation 
with an eight yard gain through Parmalee’s 
line, taking the ball almost to midfield. An- 
other play netted four yards and a first down. 

‘“‘Get in there, gang!’’ bellowed Toodles. 
‘‘Where’s that fight?’’ | 

Biff Wheeler, playing fullback for Claxton, 

I fe 
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took the ball, tearing around left end. He did 
not travel far. Toodles’ savage tackle car- 
ried him jarringly to earth. 

‘‘Second down, Claxton—eight to go!’’ 

‘“‘Hold ’em, Parmalee!’’ shrieked the home 
stands, ‘‘Yea, Toodles, Yea!’’ 

Biff crawled to his feet and limped back into 
position. Toodles ran along the Parmalee line 
slapping the linesmen on the back. 

‘‘Get in there! Break those plays up!’’ 

All of this exhorting on Toodles’ part was 
really quite unnecessary. Parmalee was warm- 
ing up to her task slowly, something after the 
fashion of a fire which smoulders before burst- 
ing into flame. The first warning flare of the 
stubborn resistance which Claxton was to en- 
eounter came on the next play when the Parma- 
lee line crashed through to down the man with 
the ball for a five yard loss. 

“‘Third down, Claxton—thirteen to go!’? 

**Oh, that’s wonderful!’’ cried Sally. 

President Todd turned his head to give her 
a smiling glance. 

Several rows higher up in the Parmalee 
stands sat a middle-aged man, soberly intent 
upon the goings on about him. His eyes had 
never before looked upon a scene of such riot- 
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ous enthusiasm. It disturbed him not a little 
to observe how crazy otherwise sensible hu- 
mans could become over watching two groups 
of boys assailing each other with relentless 
fury. To his unschooled sight, the play con- 
sisted of nothing more than a series of brutal 
knock downs and pick-ups. The team reminded 
him of two bull dogs, with a player on each 
side who did a lot of yelling and apparently 
sicked his bull dog against the other. 

‘“Tt’s just as I thought!’’ John Wade told 
himself, feeling very much out of place at such 
a spectacle. ‘‘And I’m right glad I put a stop 
to Red’s playing!”’ 

SCV RA 12? 

The suddenness of the yell caused the middle- 
aged gentlemen to start violently and clap 
hands to his ears. Out on the field a football 
was spiralling toward the Parmalee goal and 
a Parmalee man was crouching under it, ready 
for the catch, with team-mates swarming in 
front to form his interference. A hand reached 
over and slapped the silent stranger on the 
back. 

‘‘Yea! Claxton had to punt! What do you 
think of that? Yea! Look at that boy 
Toodles go, will you? . . . Wow!”’ 
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A hand descended again upon John Wade’s 
back, more vigorously than before. 

‘‘See here, you young . . .!’’ started the 
agerieved Mr. Wade, and stopped, his mouth 
gaping wide. The hand which kad descended 
with such spirited abandon upon his back be- 
longed to a big-chested man of easily his own 
age! 

‘“Well, they got him!’’ raved the man, drop- 
ping back in his seat for a moment’s relaxation, 
after Toodles had been downed. ‘‘But the boy 
made a beautiful run! Say, I’d give ten years 
of my life to be the father of one of those 
Parmalee men! I’m a father all right 
but the Lord made it three girls. Haven’t got 
over that yet. You a Parmalee man, too? I 
thought so, you’ve got the Parmalee look. I 
played on the team in nineteen six. Took a real 
beating from the Claxton bunch that year, too. 
Have been coming back every year since to see 
us turn the tables. What do you think, will we 
do it to-day ?”’ 

‘<T_T really couldn’t say,’’ stammered the 
senior Wade, confusedly. 

The big-chested man had plenty of air left 
in his lungs. 

‘‘You couldn’t? Well, I’ve got a hunch! 
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Never saw a Parmalee team get under way 
with any more fight. That gang is red hot! 
Yea! What did I tell you? Five yards, smash 
through the Claxton line! . . . Only one 
thing’s worrying me . . . wonder what’s 
happened to our star player, Red Wade? I’ve 
been hearing a lot about that kid all season. 
You know how I’ve got it figured? 

Red was hurt in practice and they’ve been keep- 
ing it quiet. They’d sure start him in this 
game if he was able to go in. Isn’t that rotten 
luck? Claxton always gets the breaks. Have 
you ever seen this bird Red play?”’ 

The father of a football man shook his head. 
Hang this Parmalee enthusiast for his chatter- 
ing persistence! All John Wade wanted was 
to be let alone and to be assured that his boy 
did not appear upon the field. 

““Yeow! Did you see that? A forward pass 
—good for eighteen yards! Puts us on Clax- 
ton’s forty yard line! Are we playing ball?’’ 

Yea, Parmalee! 
Yea! Yea! Yea! 

The stands rocketed noise. Everyone but 
John Wade was on his feet, cheering madly. 
The big-chested man reached down jubilantly 
and jerked his undemonstrative friend up. . 
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‘¢What’s the matter, brother? Got lead in 
your shoes? Open up the valves to your 
throat. It’ll do you good! Can’t believe your 
eyes yet, can you? Can’t get it in your head 
that Parmalee has a real team at last. Whoo- 
pee!’’ 

John Wade stood, looking on, glumly. The 
big-chested man eyed him, curiously. 

‘‘Say!’’ he exclaimed, with the force of one 
making a discovery, ‘‘I don’t believe you un- 
derstand this game! You’ve got one of those 
‘don’t-know-what-it’s-all-about’ expressions. 
No wonder you’re not getting a kick out of 
this. What did you do when you were in 
Parmalee . . . spend all your time cram- 
ming?’’ 

John Wade glowered. 

‘“‘Now, now! No offense meant! You’ve got 
the right spirit or you wouldn’t be here.’’ The 
big-chested man grabbed an envelope and pencil 
stub from his pocket, drawing a row of rough 
circles and numbering them. ‘‘It won’t take 
two minutes to put you wise tothe game .. 
look here . . . letmeshow you .. .!” 

Claxton, driven back to her twenty yard line 
by the unexpected fierceness of the Parmalee 
assault, braced desperately. Parmalee sup- 
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porters, wild with joy, screamed for a touch- 
down. But the home eleven, after having 
battled to within scoring distance, did not pos- 
sess the necessary punch. Three downs failing 
to gain, quarterback Nord called for a field 
goal try with Toodles kicking. The kick was 
blocked and the ball went over. Parmalee’s 
great scoring chance was gone. 

‘“Where’s Red? We want Red!’’ cried the 
Parmalee stands, realizing now what Red’s 
presence in the line-up might have meant. 

John Wade, incognito, squirmed uneasily in 
his seat. It was a queer sensation, listening to 
shouts for his boy. 

‘“Wh-what do they want Red for?’’ he asked 
of the big-chested Parmalee grad. 

‘“Red’s what they call a triple threat man,”’ 
advised the volunteer informant, ‘‘he can run 
with the ball, pass it or kick it—all equally 
well. Chances are—if he’d been in the game, 
nothing could have stopped us from scoring!”’ 

The whistle called time for the first quarter 
with the ball in Claxton’s possession on her 
own thirty-seven yard line, third down and 
three to go. 


A block from the campus an automobile with 
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radiator cap missing and water frothing out the 
top, pulled up by the curb. It had hardly come 
to a stop before a young man had leaped from 
it, tossing a large traveling bag before him. 
He took a ten dollar bill from his pocket, all 
he had. 

‘“‘You’ve got a great little steam engine,’’ he 
complimented. 

‘You mean I did have,’’ corrected the driver, 
gazing at his car ruefully, ‘‘this old bus about 
burned her lungs out on that trip!’’ 

‘“Well, keep the change and buy a new one!’’ 
eried the passenger, grabbing up his bag and 
racing off down the street at the sound of wild 
cheers. 

The campus, just as Red had surmised, was 
completely deserted. He crossed it to his dor- 
mitory without seeing anyone or being seen. 
He could seareely wait until he had ascended 
the stairs and burst into his room. Pal, left 
shut in by Toodles, joyously greeted the return 
of his master, but Red pushed Pal roughly 
aside. The window overlooking the football 
field was paneled and opened out, like a door, 
onto a wide ledge. Red took his position on 
this ledge, eyes eagerly seeking out the two 
seams and—the scoreboard. 
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‘Nothing to nothing, second quarter!’’ he 
cried, ‘‘that’s the fight, gang! Keep after ’em! 
Gee, I wish I was in there!”’ 


The first half was drawing near its close 
when John Wade, glancing over the crowd in 
his section, caught sight of President Todd sit- 
ting some rows beneath him. It looked as 
though there might be room for one more per- 
son to squeeze in beside the president, so the 
man who had objected to his son’s playing foot- 
ball arose, not particularly sorry to be taking 
leave of the man who wished he might have 
had a son to play football. 

‘“Hixcuse me,’’ said the senior Wade, a bit 
perfunctorily, ‘‘Iseeafriend of mine . . .’’ 

‘‘Go right ahead!’’ said the big-chested man, 
cordially. ‘‘Glad to have met you. If you get 
stuck on any other points in the game, ask any- 
body next to you. Yea! That’s stopping ’em, 
Parmalee! . . . Don’t let ’em make another 
first down! Watch that! She’s going to be a 
forward pass .. .!”’ 


President Todd looked up surprisedly as 
John Wade slipped down beside him. The . 
president, enthralled in the game, did not greet 
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his boyhood chum beyond the nodding of his 
head. The situation on the playing field was 
rapidly approaching a critical stage. Claxton, 
long resisted by Parmalee, was slowly hammer- 
ing the heroic Parmalee line to pieces and eat- 
ing up the yards between it and the coveted 
goal. Thrice during the half Claxton had 
fought her way down to Parmalee’s fifteen yard 
mark only to be met by a defense which had 
proved unyielding. She did not intend to be 
kept from her objective again. This time Clax- 
ton was going to pound through and over the 
line for a touchdown! 

‘‘Hold ’em, Parmalee!’’ rose the cry. 

‘‘Hold ’em!’’? echoed a fervent voice from a 
window ledge overlooking the field. ‘‘Only 
four minutes more! You can do it, gang! You 
can do it!’’ 


John Wade gave a sidewise glance at Presi- 
dent Todd. His friend sat, fingers twitching 
nervously against white lips. Every Parmalee 
rooter sat, features tense, eyes straining. 
There was something in the spirit of those about 
him which began to communicate itself to his 
veins. He felt a queer tingling sensation in 
his head. Nerves which had never responded 
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in this manner before commenced to throb. 
Thanks to a big-chested man who was now yell- 
ing himself blue in the face, John Wade had 
a fairly clear idea of just what was happening 
out there on the field. Claxton was threatening 
Parmalee’s goal—Parmalee, the college his son 
was attending! And now Parmalee was bat- 
tling to prevent Claxton from pushing over that 
last chalk mark! There was something 

er . . . rather commendable in this. The 
spirit of the thing! . . . Those young men 
were out there representing a cause. <A badly 
battered looking lot they were now . . 
fighting back through sheer grit. 

“It’s a pity,’? mourned President Todd, de- 
spairingly. ‘‘A pity for the boys to have played 
so gallantly only to be .. .’’ <A sudden, 
burning thought struck the president, a thought 
which he would not have permitted utterance 
at any other time but one of extreme emotion. 
He turned, clutching the arm of the man who 
had threatened to withdraw his promised en- 
dowment, and exclaimed, hotly: ‘‘Now, John 
Wade, I hope you’re satisfied !’’ 

A fair-haired girl, sitting directly behind, 
started at these words. What was that? Had 
she heard President Todd address that man 
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as John Wade? Could it be that the stranger 
who sat next to the beloved Prexy was—Red’s 
father? Sally leaned forward, intently, just as 
the stranger made reply. 

‘The boy broke faith with me and he’s got 
to learn bis lesson! You’ve no cause to get 
riled, Lin. I appreciate your keeping Red out 
of the game and [’ll see that you get that hun- 
dred thous. 30 

Sally placed a hand to her lips to prevent a 
scream. So, this was it! This was why Red 
Wade wasn’t playing to-day! Sally recalled, 
vividly, the night that Red had given his con- 
sent to go out for the team . . . and how 
he had told her of the promise he had made his 


Dad. And now . . . somehow, his father 
had found ont . . . had come to Parmalee 
ania and .. . .« “oh, it. seemed ‘un- 


believable! . . . had bought—from Presi- 
dent Todd—-Red’s removal from the team! But 
Sally was not to be left long with this conclu- 
sion. She saw President Todd’s face flush with 
anger. 

‘‘Keep your money, John Wade, every penny 
of it! Your son is far more honorable than 
you ever thought of being. Red came to my 
study last night after you left and volunteered 
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to remain from the game . . . so Parmalee 
could receive the . . . the endowment 
you’d promised. I insisted that he play as 
there was no real reason why he should not. 
But Red took the matter in his own hands 

. « he’s disappeared . . . and no one 
knows where he is or what’s become of him!’’ 

John Wade stiffened, staring ahead, tempo- 
rarily unaware of the din which was raging 
about him. The din was caused by Claxton’s 
gaining a first down on Parmalee’s four yard 
line! The goal to make! 

‘“<Time’s almost up!’’ boomed the big-chested 
man, ‘‘hold that line, Parmalee! . . . Don’t 
let ’em through! . . . They can’t score!’’ 
The frenzied graduate crouched in his seat and 
instinctively assumed the pose of a linesman, 
seeking to help Parmalee stave off the mad 
drive of a mighty Claxton team. He lunged 
forward as he saw the ball snapped back, and 
had the satisfaction of knocking the spectator 
in front of him from his seat. 

‘Hey, what you think you’re doin’!’’ com- 
plained the individual bumped. 

‘““We held ’em! We held ’em!’’ raved the 
former Parmalee player, ‘‘what do you mean, © 
what am I doing? Can I help it if you can’t 
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keep your feet? Aw, sit down! We'll fight it 
out between halves!’’ 

John Wade grasped President Todd by the 
shoulder and shook him roughly. 

‘‘Tin—listen to me!’’ he shouted, ‘‘you say 
nobody knows where Red is? . . . Why 
didn’t you tell me before. I called at Red’s 
room this morning but one of the boys said 
Red was out. I didn’t think anything of it 
then. Don’t you realize this may be serious? 

Something’s got to be done about this 
—right away!’’ 

President Todd sat, unmoving. 

“‘Tf anything’s done, you’ll have to do it!”’ 
he answered, sharply. ‘‘You brought it all on 
yourself !”’ 

A moment later President Todd leaped to his 
feet with an agility which would have done 
credit to a man years his junior. 

““Yea!l’’ he yelled, joining his feeble voice 
with the terrific battery of others. ‘‘The 
half’s over . . . and Claxton didn’t 
score !’’ 

On the window ledge an athletic young man 
sat down with his feet dangling over and 
mopped his brow. 

‘““Wow, what a game!’’ he breathed. ‘‘I’m 
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about all in from just watching it! Good old 
Parmalee! How those boys are fighting!’’ 

The father of this athletic young man 
slumped in his seat, a particularly forlorn look- 
ing figure in a mob of hilariously happy hu- 
mans. 

With the blowing of the whistle, Sally was 
on her feet, making her way down to the field. 
There was a vitally important something that 
she wished to communicate to her brother. She 
knew that the team, substitutes and coach would 
leave the gridiron on the Parmalee side of the 
field as it was nearest the clubhouse. She must 
reach the roped off area at the end before they 
could get away. But hundreds of wildly hys- 
terical rooters had left their seats, bound on 
embracing the mud-smeared Parmalee gladia- 
tors . . . telling them how much they 
thought of them . . . carrying on a demon- 
stration as triumphant as though they were 
celebrating a victory. In a certain sense it had 
been a victory for Parmalee . . . holding 
off Claxton’s great drive in the“last minutes 
of the first half. 

‘Oh for Red Wade!’’ came a Parmalee cry 
again. ‘‘What we’d do to that Claxton bunch 
with Red Wade!”’ 
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Toodles, leg-weary, battle-scarred Toodles, 
whose work on secondary defense had stopped 
Claxton time on time, was the last one to drag 
himself from the field. It seemed that every- 
one wanted to give him a slap on the back when 
all he wanted was to stretch out on that back 
and forget he was alive until time to dig into 
Claxton again. 

‘“‘Toodles! Oh, Toodles!’’ cried a frenzied 
feminine voice. 

Darn those pesky flappers! They were the 
worst of all! Think he was going to stop and 
make eyes at them or give them a lock of his 
hair at a time like this? Nothing stirring! If 
he could just get to that clubhouse 

But Toodles was doomed. A hand Pans at 
the torn sleeve of his jersey just as he was 
about to escape through the exit under the 
stands, and the same voice—urgent, pleading— 
implored him to stop. 

‘‘Hello, Sally! What’s the matter?”’ 

**Oh, I—I couldn’t catch Tex,’’ gasped the 
girl. ‘‘And I just overheard something he 
ought to know. Will you tell him?”’ 

‘‘Yes, sure . . .!’? Toodles leaned up 
against a supporting beam. ‘‘Go on, chase 
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yourself!’’ he snapped, at a ring of grinning 
onlookers. 

““It’s about Red,’’ said Sally, in a low voice 
which quavered with excitement. Toodles’ 
eyes widened. 

‘“‘Yeah? Has Claxton .. .?’’ he started, 
viciously. 

““No, no!’ eried Sally, ‘‘Claxton’s had noth- 
ing to do with it. It’s Red’s father! He’s up 
there in the stands now . . .. sitting with 
the Prexy. The reason Red’s skipped out is 
because his father said he wouldn’t pay the 
college the hundred thousand dollar endowment 
he’d promised if Red played. Red told me some 
time ago that his father objected to his play- 
ing and that he didn’t know what would hap- 
pen if Mr. Wade found out . . .” 

‘“‘Good grief !’’ moaned Toodles. ‘‘So that’s 
what’s happened! Thanks, Sally, for putting 
us wise! I’ll tell Tex right away. Bye, bye 

see you later!”’ 

The Parmalee captain, weary as he was, set 
off on a trot to the clubhouse. Sally, not know- 
ing just how much good the knowledge she 
had imparted might do at this late moment, 
went back to her seat, nursing a rebellious feel- 
ing toward the father of a red-headed youth 
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whonl She. didsyay jefis GP een ie Be odes 
rather liked! 

‘‘And to think I’m to blame for this awful 
mess!’’ muttered Toodles, stumbling down the 
stairs to the locker room. ‘‘Oh, if I only hadn’t 
sent that paper to his old man!’’ 


CHAPTER XIV 
FIGHT, PARMALEE, FIGHT! 


**You fellows have put up a great battle,’’ 
complimented Coach Rogers as he walked 
between the benches on which his players 
were lying and cuffed each Parmalee warrior 
with a show of rough affection. ‘But you’ve 
got to go back out there and fight twice as 
hard!’’ 

The Parmalee men, heads lowered, chests 
still heaving from their strenuous exertions, 
heard the words of their coach with very little 
responsive spirit. Go out there and fight twice 
as hard? They couldn’t do it! They had al- 
ready given every ounce of strength 
had called on their utmost reserve to stand 
Claxton off. They couldn’t continue to hold 
as they had been holding. How did the coach 
get that way? 

At that moment the door to the locker room 
burst open and their battle-worn captain 


stumbled in. 
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‘“‘Heads up, gang!’’ cried Toodles, ‘‘I’ve 
just found out about Red!’’ 

His words had the effect of an electric shock 
on fellow team-mates. They sat bolt upright, 
staring questioningly. Coach Rogers started 
forward, alarmed. 

‘“‘Tt’s alright, coach,’’ reassured Toodles, in 
an undertone, ‘‘I know what I’m doing. Let 
me tell it!’’ He turned to his tensely alert 
comrades, eyes gleaming, fists clenched. ‘‘What 
do you suppose has happened? It wasn’t Clax- 
ton, as we thought. We have to come nearer 
home than that. It’s Red’s old man, gang! 
He’s sitting out there in the stands right now 
alongside President Todd . . . and Red’s 
skipped the country so his Dad, who’s been set 
against Red’s playing, would keep his promise 
and pay Parmalee a big endowment. Can you 
imagine a guy who’d be willing to do so much 
for the college in one way and yet who’d do 
so much against it in another?”’ 

‘‘Let him keep his lousy money!’ broke out 
Punk Williams, bitterly. 

Coach Rogers held up a restraining hand. 

“‘There’s always two sides to everything, 
men. Hor some reason Mr. Wade is opposed 
to his son’s playing football. T happen to know 
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that Parmalee is in dire need of money. No 
doubt Red knew this too and, forced to make a 
choice, took the course which he thought would 
do his college the most real good. This prob- 
ably explains also, Red’s great reluctance to 
come out for football. He’d probably prom- 
ised his father . . .’’ 

‘“That’s what he had!’’ enlightened Toodles, 
‘‘he never would give me a reason why 
guess he thought the parental objection excuse 
wouldn’t stick . . . especially after his 
playing and making such a ‘rep’ in high 
school.’’ 

‘““Where’d you get this information?’’ asked 
Louie Nord, quarterback. 

SeeVOUy <p stores. (5: Bally,” > said 
Toodles, with a glance toward Coach Rogers. 
‘She said she was trying to get word to you, 
sir . . . but you’d left the field too quick. 
She was sitting right behind President Todd 
and soaked all this dope in!’’ 

A trace of a smile crossed the coach’s face, 
then his features hardened as he turned to the 
team. 

‘‘Men, I call what Red has done one of the 
finest acts of loyalty and devotion to old Parma- 
lee that has ever come to my attention. He has 
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run the risk of being called a quitter and being 
regarded as yellow. He did not know that we 
would ever come to understand his action. But 
he knew that he would have to do what he did 
if Parmalee was to win in a financial way. 
Wherever Red is, at this moment, I’m certain 
he’s pulling—heart and soul—for Parmalee to 
win at football, too! He’s made a great sacri- 
fice for the college at the expense of the team. 
He’ll never get over it if this sacrifice costs us 
a victory over Claxton. We’ve got to win, men! 
Got to win, more than ever before! Got to 
win—for Red!’’ 

‘The Coach is right!’’ seconded Toodles. 
‘And you’ve got to win for me, too, gang—or 
I’ll never get over it! I’m the sap who spilled 
the beans. I mailed a paper to Red’s old man 
which tipped him off that Red was playing, else 
Red would be in here to-day and everything 
would be hunky-dorky!”’ 

The players grinned . . . but the grins 
revealed gritted teeth. 

As the two elevens lined up for the kick-off 
at the start of the second half, the Parmalee 
captain sought out the Claxton captain. Too- 
dles met Biff near midfield. 

‘‘Parmalee wants to apologize,’’ said Too- 
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dles, ‘‘for suspecting Claxton over Red’s dis- 
appearance !’’ 

‘“That’s all right,’’ accepted Biff, graciously. 
“What happened=. ...? Did Red... 2”? 

‘‘None of your’ business!’’ answered 
Toodles. 

Parmalee re-entered the game against Clax- 
ton, buoyed up by a different sort of fighting 
spirit than had animated the players through- 
out the first half. At the opening of the fray, 
Parmalee had been fighting mad. Now Parma- 
lee’s anger had cooled but her determination 
had grown. The will to win was stronger than 
before. And under the lash of this feeling, 
Parmalee started a parade down the field from 
kick-off which gave every evidence of terminat- 
ing in a touchdown. 

‘‘She’s by far the greatest Parmalee team 
in history!’ declared the big-chested man, en- 
thusiastically. ‘‘I’ve seen all but seven of 
Jam 127 

‘“We must be looking at the battle of the 
century then,’’ rejoined a rooter near by. 
‘““That’s what Claxton claims her team is— 
the best in history!”’ 

The old grad grunted. : 

‘‘That may be true, too . . . but here’s 
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one time when her best isn’t going to be good 
enough!”’ 

‘“‘Tf we only had Red Wade in there!’’ moaned 
the rooter. 

‘“‘Man alive, look what we’re doing without 
him!’’ roared he of the big chest. ‘‘There 
goes that boy Toodles around end for fifteen 

no—eighteen yards! Whoopee! Oh, 
my suffering tonsils! What a game that lad’s 
playing! Red Wade? They’re all Wading in 
to-day! What more do you want?’’ 


The athletic young man on the window ledge 
cheered mightily as he saw his roommate make 
the spectacular run. Parmalee now had the 
pigskin on Claxton’s thirteen yard line 
and it was Claxton that was being treated to 
the same dose they had tried to force Parmalee 
to swallow near the close of the first half. 


‘“‘Hold ’em, Claxton!’’ intreated her sup- 
porters, worriedly. 

‘““Touchdown!’’ begged Parmalee. 

‘*Give us Red!’’ cried several voices who re- 
fused to believe that anything was wrong ex- 
cept that the star player had been kept out of 
the game for strategical purposes. 
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‘“We want Red!’’ took up the Parmalee sec- 
tion. ‘‘Send Red in!’’ 

Coach Rogers, compelled to make some an- 
swer, turned toward the home folks and ges- 
tured helplessly with a toss of the head which 
said, plainly: ‘‘I sure would if I could! But— 
somebody find him for me first!’’ 

The crowd, quick to comprehend the sign 
language of the gridiron, turned its attention 
back to the game with a groan. If Red really 
couldn’t be had, greater dependence must be 
placed upon the men available. 

“Yea, Toodles, Yea!’’ Parmalee boomed. 

Toodles responded by plunging through right 
guard position for four yards. 

‘<Tt—it looks like Parmalee’s going to score,”’ 
ventured the senior Wade to President Todd. 
‘Who is that big boy there who’s doing most 
GF 1he-he eo. OP eis v.07, the damage?’ 

‘“Toodles Hungerford,’’ informed President 
Todd, excitedly. ‘‘Red’s roommate. Isn’t he 
a wonder?”’ 

Well se %sni4 a 24s. “heidoesseam to 
be meeting with considerable success,’’ com- 
promised the man who was seeing his first foot. 
ball game. ‘‘Let’s see—does that give us four, 
more whacks at the goal?’’ 
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‘“‘No, that was our third down. We’ve got 
two yards to make. There goes Toodles again. 
My, they’re working him hard! Oh .. .!” 

A wild shriek came from Claxton throats. 

Parmalee had fumbled! 

Toodles, a bit dazed from the furious pace 
he had been called upon to set, had dropped the 
ball as he hit the line. And, before a Parmalee 
man could fall on it, Biff Wheeler—Claxton 
captain—had scooped it up and started off to- 
ward the Parmalee goal! 

Sally, biting nervously at her finger tips, saw 
in a glance that Biff had practically a clear field 
ahead. He had only to evade Punk Williams, 
fullback. 

‘‘Stop him, Punk! Stop him!’’ she screamed. 

Punk tried his best but Biff, swinging out 
toward the side of the field, left his last op- 
ponent behind him, and though three Parmalee 
men pursued in a frantic effort to catch up, 
Biff continued unmolested until he had crossed 
the Parmalee goal for a touchdown. The Clax- 
ton stands became a riot of color and sound. 
The Parmalee stands sat in a state of stunned 
dejection. The tide of battle had turned so 
suddenly. Toodles was inconsolable. Team- 
mates, their ewn svirits dashed. refused to 
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blame their captain for the fumble which had 
proved so costly. 

Red, watching from the window, exclaimed 
sympathetically, ‘‘Poor old warhorse, Toodles! 

What a tough break! Claxton would 
never get another chance like that in a million 
years! And of course it had to be Sally’s 
friend who made that run. I suppose she’ll 
be strong for him after to-day!’’ 

Biff, in his moment of triumph, did not for- 
get the girl who had refused him a date. He 
turned and gazed up at the Parmalee section, 
directing his gaze at the spot where he knew 
Sally to be. Then he waved his hand. 

Sally, seeing, fought back a feeling of humili- 
ation. 

‘<Just you wait, Biff!’’ she cried to herself, 
loyally. 

‘¢That’s not fair!’’ objected the senior Wade, 
trying to reason out the quick change of things. 
‘‘He can’t run with a dropped ball, can he?’’ 

President Todd shook his head. 

‘“‘Yes, that’s perfectly legal. He picked up 
a fumble and our boys couldn’t catch him. 
That scores six points against us. ... 
Yea, Claxton missed her try at the point after 
touchdown! You see, that kick didn’t go 
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over the bar. Watch the scoreboard now.’’ 

The father who objected to his son’s play- 
ing football, adjusted his spectacles and focused 
his eyes on the scoreboard, not—it may truth- 
fully be recorded—without interest! 


CLAXTON 6 
PARMALEE 0 


Eleven badly battered, disheartened Parma- 
lee men spread out over their half of the field 
as Claxton prepared to kick off once more. 
They had put forth their supreme effort only 
to have seen it fail by a bitter twist of fate. 
Parmalee’s morale would not have been so shat- 
tered had she felt that Claxton had actually 
earned the touchdown. Yet the points counted 
just as much as though her rival had fought 
every inch of the way to reach Parmalee’s goal. 
And the effect of the happening upon Claxton 
had worked magic. Claxton was again a con- 
fident, high-spirited eleven. 

‘‘All right, Claxton, let’s go!’’ yelled a hilari- 
ous supporter. ‘‘Three touchdowns more!’’ 

The Claxton rooters laughed. Their team, 
racing down the field after the kick-off, dropped 
the Parmalee man who caught the ball almost 
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in his tracks. Parmalee lined up slowly, pain- 
fully. Quarterback Nord, running along be- 
hind the line, could stir up little life. 

‘“‘Come on, guys! The old fight! Get in 
there! Hand it to ’em!”’ 

Punk Williams was thrown for a two yard 
loss on the first play. The Parmalee line had 
opened like a sieve. 

‘““Hold that line!’’ begged the Parmalee 
stands, ‘‘fight, Parmalee, fight!’’ 

But Parmalee was in no fighting mood now. 
She was putting up just enough resistance to 
avoid being trampled on . . . a sullen sort 
of resistance. Even Toodles’ shaking off of 
two tacklers and lunging drive for seven yards 
failed to restore that necessary something. 
Nord reluctantly called for a punt formation. 

As Toodles dropped back to make the kick 
he chanced to glance out over the Parmalee 
stands. For some reason that he could never 
explain, his eyes seemed drawn to the window 
of his room in the dormitory—a window which 
was just visible above the fringe of trees. And 
something he saw in that window caused him 
to run to the referee and call for ‘‘time out!’’ 

While the crowd looked on wonderingly, 
Toodles made his way to the sideline. He stood 
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a moment, gazing searchingly up into the 
Parmalee stands, as Coach Rogers came hurry- 
ing over from the players’ bench to inquire the 
trouble. But before the coach could reach 
Toodles, the Parmalee captain had caught 
sight of a certain somebody. He made a mega- 
phone of his hands. 

“‘Hey, Sally!’’ he shouted, ‘‘Red’s up in his 
room. Tell his old man! It’s up to you!’’ 

If Toodles’ words were not all discernible 
his gestures were, for he pointed over Sally’s 
head in the direction of the dormitory which 
she could not have seen, sitting as she was, with 
her back to it. 

But Sally arose at once, nodding her head 
that she understood. And Toodles, with a glee- 
ful wave at the coach, turned back to the field 
that he might spread the glad tidings to his 
team-mates. 

Though the crowd had not caught the full 
significance of Toodles’ act, many had heard 
his mentioning of ‘‘Red’’ and a great, surging 
murmur passed through the stands. 

“‘Yea, Red! Yea, Red! Yea, yea, yea!’’ 
they boomed, hopefully. 

Red, hearing, wondered what the commotion 
could be about. He saw the game resumed. 
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and saw his team-mates hold like a stone-wall 
while Toodles, forgetting his injured leg, 
got off a magnificent fifty yard punt. Then 
time was called for the ending of the third 
quarter. 

Score—Claxton, 6; Parmalee, 0. 

The teams changed ends of the field. 

Sally lost no time in approaching the man 
who was going to give Parmalee a hundred 
thousand dollars if his son did not play in the 
game against Claxton. While rooters stared 
at her curiously, Sally leaned over and touched 
Mr. Wade on the shoulder. 

‘‘Pardon me,’’ she said, ‘‘you’re Red’s 
father, aren’t you?’’ 

John Wade, considerably surprised, looked 
around into an appealing pair of eyes. 

Vea Ne es ER. ce coe Degas! a 

‘‘Am I right in presuming that you’d like to 
know where Red is?’’ 

Mr. Wade’s eyes grew large with astonish- 
ment. He gave a questioning glance at Presi- 
dent Todd who had turned about, interestedly. 

‘““This is Miss Sally Rogers,’’ the president 
introduced, ‘‘she’s the sister of Tex Rogers, 
our football coach.’’ 

‘“$Oh, I—I see . . .’’ said Mr. Wade, doubt- 
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fully, ‘“‘you say . . . would like . . 
Yes, very much: i. ae 

‘¢‘Gome with me!’’ invited Sally, engagingly, 
“‘T’ll lead you right to him!”’ 

Red’s father got to his feet and Sally took 
his arm, guiding him down through the crowd. 

‘‘Save those seats for us!’’ she called to 
President Todd, who warily waved his encour- 
agement. ‘‘We’re coming back!’’ 

On their way over to the dormitory Sally 
told a much concerned gentleman from the 
small town of Center how his son had tried to 
keep a promise and only broken it after the 
whole student body had brought pressure to 
bear. 

‘‘He didn’t wilfully go against your wishes,’’ 
explained Sally. ‘‘He was practically driven 
to it . . . or else be the most unpopular 
fellow in Parmalee . . . and I’m sure you 
wouldn’t have wanted him to be that.’ 

John Wade had nothing to say. He per- 
mitted his fair escort to hurry him along. When 
they reached the steps leading into the dormi- 
tory, he turned and asked, ‘‘how much more 
time is there to that game?’’ 

‘‘Less than fifteen minutes!’’ cried Sally, 
dancing excitedly. ‘‘Oh, Mr. Wade—if you 
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Sonu secre a ea SEP a? 
She puckered up her lips, bewitchingly. 

The father who had opposed his son’s play- 
ing football entered the dormitory in great 
confusion. 

Out on the field tremendous cheers burst 
forth as Parmalee discovered that her team had 
regained its fighting spirit. 


CHAPTER XV 
ONE MINUTE TO PLAY! 


Pau had stood by, ever since Red’s return, 
watching with baleful eyes, his master’s 
strange contortions on the window ledge. To 
this particular specimen of dog the situation 
was one impossible of figuring out. Pal had 
attended most of the football games and had 
sat on the bench with the boys. But to-day 
everything had been different. There had 
seemed to be great excitement in the air, 
shrouded by great secrecy. To begin with, Red 
had gone off somewhere last night without tell- 
ing him anything about it. And Toodles, be- 
cause Red was scarcely seen anywhere without 
his dog, had taken unusual care that Pal re- 
main confined, not wanting anyone to suspicion 
that Red wasn’t around. This was one point 
that Pal, being a dog, could not entirely reason 
out, except that he knew something must be 
wrong. He whined most of the lonely morn- 
ing, thinking that some of the boys in neigh- 
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boring rooms would come in and drive him out, 
even though it wouldn’t exactly be from sym- 
pathy. But the morning itself had been 
peculiar. Lots of people on the campus, hardly 
anybody in the house! 

With Red’s return Pal had naturally inferred 
that everything was automatically all right 
again. But, when his master had brushed him 
aside and jerked open the window, acting the 
part of a maniac thereafter, Pal had decided 
that things were still pretty bad. He had 
thenceforth occupied himself at keeping dis- 
creetly in the background, listening to the dis- 
tant roar of the crowd and wondering why Red 
wasn’t over on the field where he belonged. 

It was Pal then, who had sadly sworn off on 
football and all things in general, who first 
became aware of another presence in the room. 
He bristled up and looked toward the door, in- 
quiringly. At sight of a familiar figure he 
wageged his tail disconsolately and cocked a 
mournful eye at the other figure who still gave 
his attention to something that was going on 
outside the window. 

““T’m dogged if I know what’s the matter 
with him,’’ Pal said, in dumb language that any 
sensible human could interpret. 
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But John Wade was the one person who did 
know what was the matter with Red, and he ad. 
vanced toward his boy with arms outstretched 
and lips which trembled strangely. Pal, see- 
ing this, uttered a whimpering cry and shoved 
his nose down between his paws. 

The young man who had broken his promise 
to his father, took his attention from the game 
long enough to glance back into the room. The 
unexpected sight of his parent almost caused 
him to fall from the ledge. 

‘‘Dad!’’ he cried, leaping down. 

The senior Wade uttered not a word but 
strode on to meet his son, and gathered the be- 
wildered youth in his arms, embracing him in 
a surge of affectionate emotion which Red could 
do naught but return. Never, in all his life, 
had Red ever experienced such a show of feel- 
ing on the part of his father. He could detect 
the elder man’s body trembling against his and 
the sensation caused him to pull back in alarm. 
But John Wade, straightening up and regain- 
ing much of his composure, grasped Red’s 
arms, and held his boy off at arm’s length. 

““My boy,’’ he said, ‘‘I’ve done you a great 
injustice, thinking that I had done right. I 
haven’t time to explain now .. . there’s 
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not a second’s time to lose . . . you’re 
wanted out there in that game .. . they 
mustn’t think that the son of a Wade is a quit- 
ter! Goin there,Red . . . and show them 
how a Wade ean fight . . . really fight! 

and I’ll be there—cheering for you!’’ 

Red stood for the briefest instant, regarding 
the greatly changed individual who faced him. 

“Oh, Dad . . .!’’ he said, and broke for 
the door to keep his father from seeing a son 
who was supposed to be a man, sobbing as: 
though he were a baby. 

Red took the stairs three at a time, stumbling 
through the door and out across the campus at 
such speed that he totally missed seeing the 
anxious figure of a girl who stood at one side 
of the steps, waiting . . . she hardly knew 
for what. 

A moment later the girl was joined by a 
happy, bounding dog who tried to tell her in 
a variety of barks that everything was all right 
now. 

And two moments after this the girl and the 
dog were joined by the eager figure of a man 
whose chief concern now seemed to be that of 
regaining his seat in that howling ampitheatre 
of sport! 
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The last quarter of a furiously contested 
game was more than half over as an athletic 
young man in civilian clothes raced from under 
the stands and down the sidelines to the Parma- 
lee bench. When the crowd spied him it leaped 
to its feet with an ear-deafening yell of wel- 
come. 


Yea, RED! 
Yea, RED! 
Yea, RED! 


Coach Rogers shouted something in the 
young man’s ear, slapped him on the back 
urgently, and sent him racing on to the 
clubhouse. The Claxton stands looked on, 
frankly puzzled at the Parmalee demonstra- 
tion. 

“It’s just as I told you at the start,’’ re- 
minded the Claxton wiseacre. ‘‘They’ve been 
holding Red back all this time . . . and 
are trying to spring some of this advanced psy- 
chology on us by shooting him in near the end 
of the game. A lot of good that’ll do! We’ve 
stopped everything Parmalee’s put out 
and we can stop a lot more!’’ 

As a middle-aged man with a well known 
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Parmalee girl hanging beamingly to his arm, 
crawled back up to his seat next President 
Todd, a buzz of excited comment went the 
rounds, 

He’s Red’s father!’’? some one deduced, as 
they spied Red’s dog trailing after. 

There was a burst of applause, which Mr. 
Wade acknowledged with a nervous smile. 

Out on the field it was Claxton’s ball on 
Claxton’s forty yard line. Both elevens had 
been putting up the stiffest kind of defense, 
the game having resolved into a punting duel 
with Claxton having the edge. Claxton, in the 
face of Parmalee’s renewed fight, was striving 
only to hold her six point advantage for the 
game was so nearly spent that it was highly 
unwise to take chances. 

‘‘Block that punt!’’? begged Toodles as he 
saw that Biff Wheeler was dropping back for 
a kick, a tantalizing grin on his face. Biff knew 
that a good punt would destroy Parmalee’s last 
vestige of hope . .. a punt far into 
Parmalee territory with the timekeepers even 
now regarding their watches closely. 

‘‘Red’s coming in, gang! Give him a 
chance!’’ pleaded quarterback Nord. ‘‘Get 
that ball for him! Block that punt!’’ | 
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Parmalee tried mightily but the Claxton line, 
though wavering, held just long enough for 
Biff to get off the kick. As toe met ball, the 
hopeful cries of the Parmalee stands changed 
into a doleful wail. It was all over now. All 
over but the Claxton shouting. And Claxton 
would have something to shout about this year 
for Claxton had met the worthiest of foes in 
Parmalee . . . had emerged triumphant, 
in fact, only through the most fortunate of 
breaks. 

Biff’s punt, beautifully placed, carried be- 
yond the reach of eager Parmalee hands, struck 
near the sidelines and rolled out of bounds. 
Punk Williams fell on the ball, sobbing his dis- 
appointment. The referee brought the pigskin 
back onto the field and gave it to Parmalee on 
Parmalee’s seven yard line. 

“That ends it,’’ said a crestfallen Parmalee 
rooter, rising and starting from the stands. 

**Sit down!’’ roared a group of die-hards. 

The Parmalee rooter obliged. 

Toodles, taking advantage of a captain’s in- 
alienable right, requested another time out, 
looking anxiously toward the _ clubhouse. 
Parmalee men, glad of a moment’s respite, 
flung themselves prone upon the roughed up 
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sod. The Claxton team members could not con- 
ceal the evidences of their gruelling struggle, 
either. But, with all their marks of exhaus- 
tion, a jubilance persisted. Claxton had kept 
unbroken her string of victories over Parmalee 
even though this year’s win could hardly be 
classified as a drubbing. 

“Good boy, Biff!’’ his players congratulated. 
““You’ve won this game single-handed, old 
man!’’ 

The attention of every one was suddenly 
called to a tremendous commotion which flared 
up near the exit under the Parmalee stands. A 
second later an athlete, with a flashing shock 
of red hair, came dashing through the crowd 
and onto the field. Then seventeen assort- 
ments of pandemonium broke loose. 

““There he is!’’ 

‘“‘There’s the redhead !’’ 

‘‘Hot puppies! Doesn’t he look sweet?”’ 

‘“‘“Yea, Red! Fight ’em! Fight ’em! Fight 
2em!”? 

Apparently oblivious of the mad din raging 
about him, Parmalee’s star halfback reported 
to the referee, then lost himself within the 
circle of his team-mates. 

Over in the Parmalee stands, near the mid-— 
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dle section, a certain young lady sat, rigidly 
erect, fingers fumbling nervously at the collar 
of a dog, whose tail pounded furiously in the 
registering of joy that his master was again in 
his accustomed place. 

At one side of this young lady a middle-aged 
gentleman ran a finger under his collar as 
though the collar was pinching his throat. He 
swallowed a number of times, dryly, and 
squirmed in his seat uncomfortably. 

‘<TMhere’s only one minute to play!’ some one 
announced, feverishly, just as the referee’s 
whistle called an end to the time-out period. 

The middle-aged gentlemen shook his head 
despairingly, and groaned. The Parmalee 
team was lining up in the shadow of her own 
goal posts. 

“‘Tt’s a punt formation!’’ cried some one, im- 
pulsively. 

“Don’t worry about Parmalee punting!’’ 
cried another, ‘‘look at Red standing back 
there, holding out his arms for the ball 
he’s either going to run or .. .!” 

The ball snapped back, a Parmalee line 
strained forward, finding—somewhere—a new 
strength to throw against Claxton’s stubborn 
forward wall. In the backfield a red-headed 
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youth caught the pigskin and started as though 
he were going to tear around left end. The 
Claxton team, eyes on him only, shifted to 
block his path. But the runner, cleverly cover- 
ing up his intentions, suddenly whirled about 

straightened up .. . drew back 
his right arm and shot a long, spiral pass off 
to the right. Jeff Randall, Parmalee right end, 
lurching over the ground in great, stumbling 
strides, reached up hungry arms and brought 
the ball down to his chest. The field at once 
became a pocket filled with indescribable volleys 
of sound. 

‘““Oh, what a pass! What a perfect play!’’ 

The Parmalee right end thundered on, cov- 
ering chalk mark after chalk mark. It was 
Biff Wheeler, already possessing his share of 
glory, who brought Jeff Randall down after 
the lanky Parmalee end had advanced the ball, 
on a spectacular run, to Parmatee’s forty-five 
yard line. 

Claxton supporters, momentarily alarmed, 
settled back in their seats with an air of great 
security. 

As the teams trotted down to their new line 
of scrimmage, the crowd suddenly noticed that 
Red was limping badly. | 
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‘‘That explains it!’’ said a Claxonite, ‘‘that’s 
why Parmalee’s held Red out. He’s been hurt. 
He made a game attempt to keep us from find- 
ing out. Remember how he ran on the field a 
few minutes ago? . . . All they’ve got him 
in there for is his passing ability. And, 
brothers, there’s sure nothing the matter with 
that lad’s wing!”’ 

Parmalee, whose hopes had risen to high 
heaven for a few palpitating seconds, now sat 
in the doldrums of profound despair. 

‘““Too bad, Red!’’ called a sympathizer. 

A middle-aged gentleman reached over and 
clutched the president of Parmalee college by 
the arm . . . and wondered not a little 
when the Parmalee president: winked. 

Twenty seconds to play! 

The time-keepers bent over their watches. 
Parmalee lined up hurriedly with the red-head 
taking the same position as before. The ball 
snapped back. Again the runner lunged to- 
ward the left side of the line . . . halted 
momentarily . . . andstartedtostraighten 
Up joer at hawaback-ee re 

‘‘Block that pass!’ screamed Claxton. 

And the Claxton team, responding, frantically 
covered every Parmalee man within reach. 


ONE MINUTE TO PLAY! 21% 


But the runner, instead of passing, suddenly 
placed the ball in the snug pit of his arm and 
set off at streaking speed! No evidence of any 
limp now . . ._ knees driving up and down 
with trip hammer force! 

Out of the mad mélée, as the runner rounded 
the end on a wide sweep, a lone figure emerged, 
The figure managed to get alongside the red- 
head. 

‘“Yea, Toodles!’’ yelled the Parmalee crowd. 
‘“‘Stick with him! . . . Go on, Red!’’ 

Toodles intended to stick if he could. The 
play was one which did not permit of much 
interference if its deception was to prove effec- 
tive. Claxton had been caught off guard and 
her team badly scattered. The extent of the 
gain depended largely upon the man with the 
ball. But, in this case, an entire game hung in 
the balance for . . . as these two Parma- 
lee men raced on, side by side, they knew that 
time would be up with the ending of the play. 
It was either a touchdown or . . . defeat! 

The big-chested grad, insane with joy and, 
deprived of the company of the man who had 
to be told about the game, looked wildly around 
for some new victim on which to unload his bois- 
terous Parmalee spirit. Standing next to him, 
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gazing glumly upon the most exciting moment 
in all Parmalee history, was a slim-faced be- 
spectacled youth who answered to the name of 
Tiny ‘‘Josh’’ Peters. 

The bookworm had only attended the game 
because he had feared to stay away. He had 
seen the students turn out en masse to insist 
on a certain individual’s playing, some weeks 
before . . . and the best points of logic 
told him that it would be wisest to pretend in- 
terest in this exhibition of modern Romanism 
rather than run the risk of being thrown to the 
lions of the college campus afterward. Josh, 
while he liked to philosophize, had no burning 
desire to live in a tub . . . nor even to 
repeat a trash can existence.: ‘‘The art with- 
out the suffering,’’ was Josh’s motto. 

Thus, when a ponderous hand clapped him so 
heartily on the back that his spectacles fairly 
tore themselves off his ears and leaped from 
his nose into space, Josh was considerably 
shocked. 

“*S-s-say!’’ protested the bookworm, having 
little time to take a breath before it was 
knocked out of him again. 

‘*Boy, watch that kid’s change of pace, will 
you? See him stop dead .. . swing 
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around and shoot off to the other side? Look 
at that tackler take a header! Missed him by 
six feet! There goes Toodles! He’s out of it 
now . . ._ but he blocked that Claxton man 
pretty . . . saved Redthattime! . . .’’ 

As Toodles went down with the Claxton man 
on top of him, he yelled to his plunging room- 
mate. 

jo-0n, ned! Goon!” 

The Parmalee rooters, calling upon throats 
raw from shouting, magnified the ery into an 
imploring shriek. 


GO ON, RED! 


The Parmalee halfback was in Claxton terri- 
tory now, pursuing a zigzag course to avoid 
frenzied Claxton figures which loomed up and 
then, as suddenly, faded from sight. 

‘““That guy’s uncanny .. . never saw 
anything like it!’’ raved the big-chested man, 
making a drum out of the thin-chested youth’s 
back. ‘‘He leaves holes in the air for Claxton 
to tackle! He’s a galloping ghost, that’s what 
he is! Come on, Red! . . . A touchdown! 
That’s what we want . . . a touchdown!’’ 

‘<§-s-s-say’’ stammered a breathless youth 
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for about the nth time. ‘‘W-w-w-would you 
mindss. oe ee 

The big-chested man took one eye off the field 
long enough to glimpse whom he had been hitting. 

‘“What’s the matter, don’t you understand 
the game, either!’’ he bellowed, in disgust. 

‘‘Understand it???’ moaned the bookworm, 
rubbing his neck and shoulders tenderly. ‘‘I 
might as well have played it!’’ 


The excited bark of a dog, cheering his 
master on, was lost as the sound of trickling 
water against the roar of Niagara Falls. No- 
body noticed that a middle-aged gentleman had 
lost the collar from around his neck, either 

or that a fair-haired girl was sobbing 
and shrieking in turn .. . for everyone 
was in some state of turbulent upheaval : 
entirely unconscious of all but that which was 
taking place on the field. 

‘‘He’s gone through the whole team!’’ yelled 
President Todd, in a shrill voice. 

‘‘All but one!’’ informed the man who had 
promised Parmalee an endowment if his son 
did not play. 

“*Tt’s Biff!’’ cried Sally. ‘‘Oh, Red! Don’t 
let him get you! Don’t!’’ 
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The Claxton fans, observing that their star 
was the lone remaining obstacle for the Parma- 
lee half to surmount in his sensational bid for 
a touchdown, telegraphed this fact to Biff by 
a mighty roar. 


STOP HIM, BIFF! 
STOP THAT RED HEAD! 


Biff knew only too well that it was all up 
to him. He even welcomed the situation with 
a pleased grimness. The last second rally of 
Parmalee’s had been made to order for him. 
After occupying the stellar réle throughout the 
game, scoring Claxton’s only touchdown and 
keeping Parmalee at bay by his great punting 
: he had stopped his rival’s closing 
threat by tackling their right end when it had 
appeared as though he had gotten away to a 
clear field on the forward pass play. Now it 
was within Biff’s power to make Parmalee’s 
cup bubble over with bitterness . . . and 
to cause a certain Parmalee girl to suffer ex- 
treme anguish. She would turn him down be- 
cause of Red, would she? Well, he had a few 
private scores to settle with Red, too. There 
was that smoking car incident 
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Red, having eluded all opponents but the one 
just ahead, had a similar sense of pleasure as 
he saw who it was confronting him. He had 
twice reversed his field in evading charging 
tacklers and was now dangerously near the 
sidelines with no chance of getting around Biff. 
The Claxton captain must be met : 

Biff, when Red was reasonably close, left his 
feet in a vicious, diving tackle. He was certain 
of his aim and had thrown every possible speed 
into his spring so that he would strike his man 
with such force as to bring him heavily to 
earth. Biff even accounted for the possibility 
of Red’s stiff arming him. He parried a hand 
which jabbed out at him and closed his arms 
about Red’s legs. 

‘‘He’s got him!’’ roared the crowd. 

But even as they yelled, the frenzied stands 
saw the marvelous red head spin his body in 
a whirling motion which ripped his driving legs 
loose from the clawing clutches of his last op- 
ponent who pitched head first upon the sod and 
lay where he had fallen. 

Smelling salts were in order after that, both 
sides resorting to restoratives freely. 

Time was up with the ending of the play 
which had brought a touchdown to Parmalee 
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in one of the most exciting finishes ever wit- 
nessed on a football gridiron, but the touch- 
down had tied the score at 6 to 6, so an 
extension of time was permitted that Parmalee 
might try for the extra point . . . a point 
upon which hinged .. .? 

A delirious Parmalee team lined up in front 
of the Claxton goal, a team which did not need 
to be urged to ‘‘Hold!’’ Claxton, at her mighti- 
est, could not have pierced the Parmalee line 
at that moment . . . and prevented a red- 
headed young man from booting a perfect drop 
kick over the bar. 

‘“Oh, Red, you’re wonderful!’’ cried Sally, 
and looked about her in surprise, for every- 
body was saying the same thing. 

‘Look at that scoreboard now!’’ directed 
President Todd. 

The father who had objected to his son’s 
playing football, adjusted his spectacles and 
focused his eyes—eyes which beamed with 
pride. He moved his lips happily as he read: 


PARMALEHE 7 
CLAXTON 6 


Then the joyous Parmalee rooters, still 
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pinching themselves to be certain their team’s 
great victory had not been an optical illusion, 
poured down upon the field, bent on catching 
their heroes and carrying them to the club- 
house at the head of a gigantic parade. 

Toodles and Red, surrounded, actually had 
fears of being all but torn to pieces. 

‘‘Hey, boys!’’ shouted Toodles, spying a 
middle-aged gentleman who was trying his best 
to get through to them. ‘‘Don’t pick on me! 
There’s Red’s old man! Give him a ride!’’ 

The crowd turned upon John Wade, laugh- 
ingly, lifting him to their shoulders and treat- 
ing him with an acclaim equal to, if not 
surpassing that given team members, the 
strange part about it being that the gentleman 
so honored seemed to derive such unrestrained 
enjoyment from it. 

‘“‘John’s getting his boyhood late in life,”’’ 
smiled President Todd, his eyes misty with 
happiness. 

Coach Rogers, fighting his way to Red, em- 
braced his star cordially. 

“This ought to give you a place on the All- 
American,’’ he said. ‘‘And boy, I’m signing a 
contract to-night to coach three more years 
with Parmalee just to see you through! We’ll 
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have the greatest team in the country next 
year !”’ 

Parmalee fans, within hearing, somehow 
managed to give another ear-splitting cheer. 

As for Sally, she seemed hopelessly out of 
it until Pal, taking things in his own paws, 
wriggled through the crowd and caught Red 
insistingly by one leg of his football pants. 

Pal led Red to a secluded spot under the 
Parmalee stands where the girl that he had 

Of 3 bh wan waiting: 

Then Pal, having heard it said somewhere that 
‘‘two’s a company, three’s a crowd,’’ slunk off 
to join the mad mob of celebrators who rallied 
to the cry, ‘‘The more, the merrier!’’ 


THE END 
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